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ARGUMENT. 

The scent of the following Poem is laid chiefly in ' 
the vicinity of Loch-Katrine, in the Western High- 
lands of Perthshire, The Time of Action includes 
Six Days, and the transactions of each day occupy 
m Canto. 
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CANTO FIRST. 



THE CHASE. 



HARP of the North ! that mouldering long hast hung 

On the witch-elm that shades Saint Fillan's spring, 
And down the fitful breeze thy numbers flung, 

Till envious ivy did around thee cling, 
Muffling with verdant ringlet every string, — 

O minstrel harp, still must thine accents sleep? 
Mid rustling leaves and fountains murmuring, 

Still must thy sweeter sounds their silence keep, 
Nor bid a warrior smile, nor teach a maid to weep ? 

Not thus, in ancient days of Caledon, 
Wat thy voice mute amid the festal crowd, 

When lay of hopeless love, or glory won, 
Aroused the fearful, or subdued the proud. 

At each according pause, was heard aloud 
Thine ardent symphony sublime and high, 
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12 LADY OF THE LAKE. Canto 

Fair dames and crested chiefs attention bowed 

For still the burthen of thy Minstrelsy 
Was Knighthood's dauntless deed, and Beauty's matchle» 
eye. 

O wake once more ! how rude soe'er the hand 

That ventures o'er thy magic maze to stray; 
wake once more ! though scarce my skill command 

Some feeble echoing of thine earlier lay: 
Though harsh and faint, and soon to die away, 

And all unworthy of thy nobler strain j 
Yes, if one heart throb higher at its sway, 

The wizard note has not been touched in vain. 
Then silent be no more ! Enchantress, wake again! 

I. 

The Stag at eve had drunk bis fill, 
Where danced the moon on Mo nan's rill, 
And deep his midnight lair had made 
In lone Glenartney's hazel shade ; 
But, when the sun his beacon red 
Had kindled on Benvoirlicb's head, 
The deep-mouthed bloodhound's heavy bay 
Resounded up the rocky way, 
And faint) from farther distance borne, 
Were heard the clanging hoof and horn. 

II. 

As chief who hears his warder call, 
" To arms ! the foemen storm the wall,"— 
The antlered monarch of the waste 
Sprung from his heathery couch in haste. 
But, e'er his fleet career he took, 
tte dew-drops from lib flanks he shooV« 
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Like crested leader proud and high, 
Tossed his beamed frontlet to the sky t 
A moment gazed adown the dale, 
A moment snuffed the tainted gale, 
A moment listened to the cry, 
That thickened as the chase drew nigh ; 
Then, as the headmost foes appeared, 
With one brave bound the copse he cleared, 
And, stretching forward free and far, 
Sought the wild heaths of Uam-Var. 

in. 

Yelled on the view the opening puck, 
Rock, glen and cavern paid them back ; 
To many a mingled sound $t once 
The awakened mountain gave response. 
A hundred dogs bayed deep and strong, 
Clattered a hundred steeds along, 
Their peal the merry horns rung out, 
A hundred voices joined the shout : 
With hark and whoop, and wild halloo, 
No rest Benvoirlich'f echoes knew. 
Far from the tumult fled the roe, 
Close in her covert cowered the doe, 
The falcon, from her cairn on high, 
Cast on the rout a wfindering eye, 
Till far beyond her piercing ken 
The hurricane had swept the glen. 
Faint, and more faint, its failing dm 
Returned from cavern, cliff, and linn, 
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14 LADY OF THE LAKE. Ca 

And silence settled, wide and still, 
On the lone wood and mighty hill. 

IV. 
Less loud the sounds of sylvan war 
Disturbed the heights of Uam-Var, 
And roused the cavern, where 'tis told 
A giant made his den of old : 
For ere that steep ascent was won, 
High in his pathway hung the sun, 
And many a gallant, stayed per force, 
Was fain to breathe his faltering horse : 
And of the trackers of the deer 
Scarce half the lessening pack was near ; 
So shrewdly, on the mountain side, 
Had the bold burst their mettle tried. 

f v. 

The noble Stag was pausing now, 
-. » Upon the mountain's southern brow, 

Where broad extended, far beneath, 
£ The varied realms of fair Menteith. 

With anxious eye he wandered o'er 
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£ Mountain and meadow, moss and moor, 

] And pondered refuge from his toil 

| By far Lochard or Aberfoyle. 

But nearer was the copse-wood gray, 
That waved and wept on Loch-Achray r 
And mingled with the pine-trees blue 
On the bold cliffs of Ben-venue* 
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Fresh vigour with the hope returned, 
With flying foot the heath he spurned. 
Held westward with unwearied race, 
And left behind the panting chase. 

VI. 
Twere long to tell what steeds gave o'er, 
As swept the hunt through Cambus-more ; 
What reins were tightened in despair, 
When rose Benledi's ridge in air; 
Who flagged upon Bochastle's heath, 
Who shunned to stem the flooded Teith, 
For twice, that day, from shore to shore, 
The gallant Stag swam stoutly o'er. 
Few were the stragglers, following far, 
That reached the lake of Vennachar : 
And when the Brigg of Turk was won, 
The headmost horseman rode alone. 

VII. 
Alone, but with unbated seal, 
That horseman plied the scourge and steel ; 
For, jaded now, and spent with toil, 
Embossed with foam, and dark with soil, 
While every gasp with sobs he drew, 
The labouring stag strained full in view* 
Two dogs of black Saint Hubert's breed, 
Unmatched for courage, breath, and speed? 
Fast on his Hying traces came, 
And ail bat won tbtf desperate C"pq *, 
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Fori scarce a spear's length from his haunch, 

Vindictive toiled the blood-hounds stanch ; 

Nor nearer might the dogs attain, 

Nor farther might the quarry strain. 

Thus up the margin of the lake, 

Between the precipice and brake. 

O'er stock and rock their race they take. 

VIII. 
The hunter marked that mountain night 
The lone lake's western boundary, 
And deemed the stag must turn to bay, 
Where that huge rampart barred the way; 
Already glorying in the prize, 
Measured his antlers with his eyes ; 
For the death-wound, and death-halloo, 
Mustered his breath, his whinyard drew ; 
But, thundering as he came prepared, 
With ready arm and weapon bared, 
The wily quarry shunned the shock, 
And turned him from the opposing rock; 
Then, dashing down a darksome glen, 
Soon lost to hound and hunter's ken, 
In the deep Trosach's wildest nook 
His solitary refuge took. 
There while, close couched, the thicket shed 
Cold dews and wild flowers on his head, 
He heard the named dogs in vain 
Rave through the hollow pass amain, 
Chiding the rocks thai yelled again. 
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IX. 

Close on the hounds the banter came, 
To cheer them on the vanished game; 
Bat, stumbling in the rugged dell, 
The gallant horse exhausted fell. 
The impatient rider strove in vain 
To rouse him with the spur and rein, 
For the good steed, his labours o'er, 
Stretched his stiff limbs to rise no more ; 
Then, touched with pity and remorse, 
He sorrowed o'er the expiring hone. 
« I little thought, when first thy rein 
I slacked upon the banks of Seine, 
That highland eagle e'er should feed 
On thy fleet limbs, my matchless steed 1 
Wo worth the chase, wo worth the day, 
That costs thy life, my gallant gray !" 



X. 

Then through the dell his horn resounds, 
From vain pursuit to call the hounds. 
Back limped, with slow and crippled pace, 
The sulky leaders of the chase ; 
Close to their master's side they pressed, 
With drooping tail and humbled crest; 
But still the dingle's hollow throat 
Prolonged the swelling bugle note. 
The owlets started from their dream, 
The eagles answered with their scream, 
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Round and around the sounds were cast t 
Till echo seemed an answering blast ; 
And on the hunter hied his pace, 
To join some comrades of the chase ; 
Yet often paused, so strange the road, 
So wondrous were the scenes it showed. 

XL 

The western waves of ebbing day 
Rolled o'er the glen their level way ; 
Each purple peak, each flinty spire, 
Was bathed in floods of living fire. 
But not a setting beam could glow 
Within the dark ravines below, 
Where twined the path, in shadow hicr, 
Round many a rocky pyramid, 
Shooting abruptly from the dell 
Its thunder-splintered pinnacle; 
Round many an insulated mass, 
The native bulwarks of the pass, 
Huge as the tower which builders vain 
Presumptuous piled on Shinar's plain. 
Their rocky summits, split and rent, 
Formed turret, dome, or battlement, 
Or seemed fantastically set 
With cupola or minaret, 
Wild crests as pagod ever decked, 
Or mosque of eastern architect 
Kor were these earth-born castles bar 
Wor lacked they many a banner (air *, 
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For, from their shivered brows displayed, 
Far o'er the unfathomable glide, 
All twinkling with the dew-drop sheeny 
The brier-rose fell in streamers green, 
And creeping shrubs of thousand dies, 
Waved in the west-wind's summer sighs. 

XII. 
Boon nature scattered, free and wild, 
Each plant or flower, the mountain's child ; 
Here eglantine embalmed the air, 
Hawthorn and hasel mingled there ; 
The primrose pale, and violet flower, 
Found in each clift a narrow bower ; 
Fox-glove and night-shade, side by side, 
Emblems of punishment and pride, 
Grouped their dark hues with every stain, 
The weather-beaten crags retain ; 
With boughs that quaked at every breath, 
Gray birch and aspen w*pt beneath ; 
Aloft, the ash and warrior oak 
Cast anchor in the rifled rock; 
And, higher yet, the pine-tree hung 
His scattered trunk, and frequent flung, 
Where seemed the clifls to meet on high, 
His bows athwart the narrowed sky. 
Highest of all, where white peaks glanced, 
Where glistening streamers waved and fan&tat, 
The wanderer's eye eoald barely view 
The summer heaven's delicious blue i 
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And thus an airy point be won, 

Where, gleaming with the setting hid, 

One burnished sheet of living gold, 

Loch-Katrine lay beneath him rolled ; 

In all her length far winding lay. 

With promontory, creek, and bay, 

And islands that, empurpled bright* 

Floated amid the livelier light ; 

And mountains that like giants stand, 

To sentinel enchanted land. 

High on the south* huge Ben-venue 

Down to the lake in masses threw 

Crags, knolls, and mounds, confusedly hurled ; 

The fragments of an earlier world ; 

A wildering forest feathered o'er 

His ruined sides and summit hoar, 

While on the north, through middle air, 

Ben-ari" heaved high his forehead bare, 

XV. 

From the steep promontory gazed 

The stranger, raptured and amased, 

And, " What a scene were here," he cried, 

44 For princely pomp or churchman's pride ! 

On this bold brow, a lordly tower ; 

la that soft vale, a lady's bower ; 

On yonder meadow, far away, 

The turrets of a cloister gray, 

How blithely might the bugle horn 

Chide, on the lake, the lingering morn I 
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How sweet, at eve, the lover's lute 
Chime, when the groves were still and mote 
And, when the midnight moon did lave 
Her forehead in the silver wave, 
How solemn on the ear would corns 
The holy matin's distant hum, 
While the deep peal's commanding tout 
Should wake, in yonder islet lone, 
A sainted hermit from his cell. 
To drop a bead with every knell— 
And bugle, lute, and bell, and all. 
Should each bewildered stranger call 
To friendly feast, and lighted hall. 



XVI. 
« Blithe were it then to wander here ! 
But now,— beshrew yon nimble deer,— . 
Like that same hermit's, thin and spare, 
The copse must give my evening fare ; 
Some mossy bank my couch must be. 
Some rustling oak my canopy. 
Yet pass we that ; — the war and chase 
Give little choice of resting place ; — 
A summer night, in green wood spent, 
Were but to-morrow's merriment j — 
But hosts may in these wilds abound, 
Such as are better missed than found ; 
To meet with highland plunderers here 
Wen wane than Ion of steed or deer, 
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I im alone ;— my bogle strain 
May call wmie straggler of the train ; 
Or, (all the wont that may betide, 
Ere now this falchion has been tried."' 

XVII. 
fiat scarce again his born he wound, 
Whenlo! form starting at the sound* 
From underneath an aged oak, 
That slanted from the islet rock, 
A Damsel guider of its way, 
A little skiff shot to the bay, 
That round the promontory steep 
Led its deep line in graceful sweep. 
Eddying, in almost viewless wave, 
The weeping-willow twig to lave, 
And kiss, with whispering sound and slow, 
The beach of pebbles bright as snow. 
The boat had touched this silver strand, 
Just as the hunter left his stand, 
And stood concealed amid the brake 
To view this Lady of the Lake. 
The maiden paused, as if again 
She thought to catch the distant strain. 
With head up-raised, and look intent. 
And eye and ear attentive bent, 
And locks flung back, and lips apart. 
Like monument of Grecian art. 
In listening mood ate seemed to stand* 
The guardian Naiad of the strand. 
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xvni. 

And ne'er did Grecian chisel trace 

A Nymph, a Naiad, or a Grace, 

Of finer form, or lovelier face ! 

What though the son, with ardent frown. 

Had slightly tinged her cheek with brown, 

The sportive toil, which, short and light, 

Had died her glowing hue so bright, 

Served too in hastier swell to show 

Short glimpses of a breast of snow ; 

What though no rule of courtly grace 

To measured mood had trained her pace/— 

A foot more light, a step more true, 

Ne'er from the heath-flower dashed the dew ; 

E'en the slight hare-bell raised its head, 

Elastic from her airy tread : 

What though upon her speech there hung 

The accents of the mountain tongue, 

Those silver sounds, so soft, so dear, 

The listener held his breath to hear. 

XDC 

A chieftain's daughter seemed the maid ; 
Her satin snood, her silken plaid, 
Her golden brooch, such birth betrayed. 
And seldom was a snood amid 
Such wild luxuriant ringlets hid, 
Whose glossy black to shame might bring 
The plumage of the raven's wing : 



\ 



fentol. THE CHASE. U 

And seldom o'er a breast so fair 
Mantled a plaid with modest care, 
And never brooch the folds combined 
Above a heart more good and kind. 
Her kindness and her worth to spy, 
You need but gaze on Ellen's eye ; 
Not Katrine, in her mirror blue, 
Hives back the shaggy banks more true, 
Than every free-born glance confessed 
The guileless movements of her breast ; 
Whether joy danced in her dark eye. 
Or wo or pity claimed a sigh, 
Or filial love was glowing there, 
Or meek devotion poured a prayer, 
Or tale of injury called forth 
The indignant spirit of the north. 
One only passion, unrevealed, 
With maiden pride the maid concealed, 
Tet not less purely felt the flame;— 
need I tell that passion's name 1 

XX. 

Impatient of the silent horn, 
Now on the gale her voice was borne :— - 
" Father!" she cried; the rocks around 
Loved to prolong the gentle sound.— 
A while she paused, no answer came,— 
M Malcolm, was thine the blast?" the name 
Less resolutely uttered fell, 
The echoes could not catch the swell. 

3 
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" A stranger I," the Huntsman said, 
Advancing from the hazel shade. 
The maid alarmed, with hasty oar, 
Pushed her light shallop from the shore, 
And when a space was gained between, 
Closer she drew her bosom's screen; 
(So forth the startled swan would swing, 
So turn to prune his ruffled wing.) 
Then safe, though fluttered and amazed, 
She paused, and on the stranger gazed. 
Not his the form, nor his the eye, 
That youthful maidens wont to fly. 

XXI. 

On his bold visage middle age 

Had slightly pressed its signet sage, 

Yet had not quenched the open truth. 

And fiery vehemence of youth ; 

Forward and frolic glee was there, 

The will to do, the soul to dare, 

The sparkling glance, soon blown to fire,, 

Of hasty love, or headlong ire. 

His limbs were cast in manly mould, 

For hardy sports, or contest bold ; 

And though in peaceful garb arrayed, 

And weaponless, except his blade, 

His stately mien as well implied 

A high born heart, a martial pride, 

As if a baron's crest he wore, 

And sheathed in armour trod the shore. 
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Slighting the petty need he showed, 

He told of his benighted road : . 

His ready speech flowed fair and free, 

In phrase of gentlest courtesy ; 

Tet seemed that tone, and gesture bland, 

Less used to sue than to command. 



xxn. 

Awhile the maid the stranger eyed, 
And, re-assured, at last replied, 
That highland halls were open still 
To wildered wanderers of the hill. 
" Nor think you unexpected come 
To yon lone isle, our desert home ; 
Before the heath had lost the dew, 
This morn a couch was pulled for you; 
On yonder mountain's purple head 
Have ptarmigan and heath-cock bled, 
And our broad nets have swept the mere, 
To furnish forth your evening cheer." 
" Now, by the rood, my lovely maid, 
Your courtesy has erred," he said ; 
" No right have I to claim, misplaced, 
The welcome of expected guest. 
A wanderer here, by fortune tost, 
My way, my friends, my courser lost, 
I ne'er before, believe me, fair, 
Have ever drawn your mountain air, 
Till on this lake's romantic strand, 
I found a fay in fairy land." 
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XXIII. 

« I well believe," the maid replied, 

As her light ikiff approached the ride, 

" I well believe that ne'er before 

Tour foot has trod Loch-Katrine's shore ; 

Bat yet, as far as yesternight, 

Old Allan-bane foretold your plight, — 

A gray-haired sire, whose flight intent 

Was on the visioned furore bent. 

He saw your steed, a dappled gray, 

Lie dead beneath the birchen way; 

Painted eiact your form and mien, 

Your hunting suit of Jineoln green. 

That tasseled horn so gaily gilt, 

That falchion's crooked blade and hilt. 

That cap with heron's plumage trim, 

And yon two hounds so dark and grim. 

He bade that all should ready be, 

To grace a guest of fair degree; 

But light I held his prophecy . 

And deemed it was my father's horn, 

'Whose echoes o'er the lake were borne." 

XXIV. 
The stranger smiled : — " Since to your homt 
A destined errant knight I come, 
Announced by prophet sooth and old, 
Doomed, doubtless, for achievement bold, 
I'll lightly (root each high emprise, 
For one load glance of those bnajot eyev, 
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Permit me first the task to guide 

Your fairy frigate o'er the tide." 

The maid, with smile suppressed, and ily, 

The toil unwonted saw him try; 

For seldom, sure, if e'er before, 

His noble hand had grasped an oar : 

Tet with main strength his strokes he drew, 

And o'er the lake the shallop flew : 

With heads erect, and whimpering cry, 

The hounds behind their passage ply. 

Nor frequent does the bright oar break 

The darkening mirror of the lake, 

Until the rocky isle they reach, 

And moor their shallop on the beach. 

XXV. 

The stranger viewed the shore around ; 
Twas all so close with copse-wood bound* 
Nor track nor pathway might declare 
That human foot frequented there, 
Until the mountain maiden showed 
A clambering unsuspected road, 
That winded through the tangled screen* 
And opened on a narrow green, 
Where weeping birch and willow round 
With their long fibres swept the ground; 
Here, for retreat in dangerous hour, 
Some chief had framed a rustic bower* 

3* 
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XXVL 

It was a lodge of ample sine, 

But strange of structure and device; 

Of such materials as around 

The workman's hand had readiest found. 

Lopped of their boughs their hoar trunks bared 

And by the hatchet rudely squared. 

To give the walls their destined height, 

The sturdy oak and ash unite ; 

While moss and day and leaves combined 

To fence each crevice from the wind. 

The lighter pine-trees over-head, 

Their slender length for rafters spread, 

And withered heath and rushes dry 

Supplied a russet canopy* 

Due westward, fronting to the green* 

A rural portico was seen, 

Aloft on native pillars borne, 

Of mountain fir with bark unshorn, 

Where Ellen's hand had taught to twine 

The Ivy and Idssan vine, 

. The clematis, the favoured flower, 
Which boasts the name of virgin-bower; 
And every hardy plant could bear 
Loch-Katrine's keen and searching air. 
An instant in this porch she staid, 
And gaily to the stranger said, 
" On heaven and on thy lady ea^ 

And enter the enchanted hauV' 
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XXVII. 
" My hope) my heaven, my trust must be f 
My geotle guide, in following thee."— 
He crossed the threshold— and a clang 
Of angry steel that instant rang. 
To his bold brow his spirit rushed, 
Bat soon for vain alarm he blushed. 
When on the floor he saw displayed, 
Cause of the din, a naked Made 
Dropped from the sheath, that careless flung 
Upon a stag's huge antlers swung ; 
Tor all around, the walls to grace. 
Hung trophies of the fight or chase ; 
A target there, a bugle here, 
A battle-ax, a hunting spear, 
And broad-swords, bows, and arrows stoffj. 
With the tusked trophies of the boar. 
Here grins the wolf as when he died, 
And there the wild-cat's brindled hide 
The frontlet of the elk adorns, 
Or mantles o'er the bison's horns : 
Pennons and flags defaced and stained, 
That blackening streaks of blood retained, 
And deer-skins dappled, dun, and white, 
With otter's fur and seal's unite, 
In rude and uncouth tapestry all 
To garnish forth the sylvan hall. 

xxviir. 

The woaderhg stranger round him gaz**\ I 

*nd aext the ftdlep weapon raised •, * 
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Few were the arms whose sinewy strength 

Sufficed to stretch it forth at length. 

And as the brand he poised and swayed, 

" I never knew but one," he said, 

« Whose stalwart arm might brook to wield 

A blade like this in battle field." 

She sighed, then smiled and took the word ; 

" Tou see the guardian champion's sword : 

As light it trembles in his hand, 

As in my grasp a hazel wand ; 

My sire's tall form might grace the part 

Of Ferragns, or Ascabart ; 

But in the absent giant's hold 

Are women now, and menials old." 

XXIX. 

The mistress of the mansion came, 
Mature of age, a graceful dame ; 
Whose easy step and stately port 
Had well become a princely court, 
To whom, though more than kindred knew, 
Young Ellen gave a mother's due. 
Meet welcome to her guest she made, 
And every courteous rite was paid, 
That hospitality could claim, 
Though all unasked his birth and name, 
Such then the reverence to a guest, 
That fellest foe might join the feast, 
And from his deadliest foeman's door 
Unquestioned turn, the btao 4 u«V.o , «. 
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At length bis rank the stranger names, 

" The knight of Snowdouo, James FiU-James> 

Lord of a barren heritage, 

Which his brave sires, from age to age, 

By their good swords had held with toil ; 

His sire had fallen in such turmoil, 

And he, God wot, was forced to stand 

Oft for his right with blade in hand. 

This morning with Lord Moray's train 

He chased a stalwart stag in vain, 

Outstripped his comrades, missed the deer, 

Lost his good steed, and wandered here." 

XX?. 

Fain would the Knight in turn require 
The name and state of Ellen's sire ; 
Well showed the elder lady's mien, 
That courts and cities she had seen ; 
Ellen, though more her looks displayed 
The simple grace of sylvan maid, 
la speech and gesture, form and face, 
8howed she was come of gentle race ; 
Twere strange in ruder rank to find 
Such looks, such manners, and such mind; 
Each hint the knight of Snowdoun gave, 
Dame Margaret heard with silence grave ; 
Or Ellen, innocently gay, 
Turned all inquiry light away. 
" Wish? womeu we ! by dale and dowir, 
We dwell aff from tower and town. 
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We stem the flood, we ride the blast, 
On wandering knights our spells we cast ; 
While viewless minstrels touch the string, 
Tis thus our charmed rhymes we sing." 
She song, and still a harp unseen 
Filled up the symphony between. 

XXXI. 

SONG. 

Soldier, rest ! thy warfare o'er, 

Sleep the sleep that knows not breaking ; 
Dream of battled fields no more, 

Days of danger, nights of waking. 
In our isle's enchanted hall, 

Hands unseen thy couch are strewing, 
Fairy strains of music fall, 

Every sense in slumber dewing. 
Soldier, rest ! thy warfare o'er, . 
Dream of fighting fields no more ; 
Sleep the sleep that knows not breaking, 
Morn of toil, nor night of waking. 

No rude sound shall reach thine ear, 
Armour's clang, or war-steed champing, 

Trump nor pibroch summon have 

Mustering clan, or squadron tramping. 

Yet the lark's shrill fife may come, 
At the day-break from the fallow, 

And the bittern sound his drum. 
Booming from the sedgy ta&Vm. 
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Ruder sounds shall none be near, 
Guards nor warders challenge here, 
Here's no war-steed's neigh and champing, 
Shouting clans or squadron's stamping. 

XXXII. 
She paused — then, blushing, led the lay 
To grace the stranger of the day ; 
Her mellow notes awhile prolong 
The cadence of the flowing song, 
Till to her lips in measured frame 
The minstrel verse spontaneous came. 

SONG CONTINUED. 
Huntsman, rest ! thy chase is done, 

While our slumbrous spells assail ye, 
Dream not with the rising sun, 

Bugles here shall sound reveillie. 
Sleep ! the deer is in his den ; 

Sleep I thy hounds are by thee lying ; 
Sleep ! nor dream in yonder glen, 

How thy gallant steed lay dying. 
Huntsman, rest i thy chase is done, 
Think not of the rising sun, 
For at dawning to assail ye 
Hera no bugles sound reveillie. 

XXXIII. 
The ball was cfcared—tbe stranger's bed 
Was there of mountain heather spread. 
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Where oft an hundred guests had lain. 

And dreamed their forest sports again. 

But vainly did the heath-flower shed 

Its moorland fragrance round his head; 

Not Ellen's spell had lulled to rest 

The fever of his troubled breast ; 

In broken dreams the image rose 

Of varied perils, pains, and woes. 

His steed now flounders in the brake, 

Now sinks his barge upon the lake : 

Now leader of a broken host, 

His standard falls, his honour's lost 

Then, — from my couch may heavenly migl 

Chase that worst phantom of the night i— 

Again returned the scenes of youth, 

Or confident undouhting truth ; 

Again his soul he interchanged 

With friends whose hearts were long estranj 

They come, in dim procession led, 

The cold, the faithless, and the dead ; 

As warm each hand, each brow as gay, 

As if they parted yesterday. 

And doubt distracts him at the view, 

O were his senses false or true i 

Dreamed he of death, or broken row* 

Or is it all a vision now ! 

XXXIV. 
At length, with Ellen in a grove t 
He teemed to walk and inetk«£ lw* v» 
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She listened with a blush and sigh, 

His suit was warm, his hopes were high. 

He sought her yielded hand to clasp* 

And a cold gauntlet met his grasp ; 

The phantom's sex was changed and gone. 

Upon its head a helmet shone ; 

Slowly enlarged to giant size, 

With darkened cheek and threatening eyes, 

The grisly visage, stern and hoar, 

To Ellen still a likeness bore,— 

He woke, and, panting with affright, 

Recalled the vision of the night ; 

The hearth's decaying brands were red, 

And deep and dusky lustre shed, 

Half showing, half concealing all 

The uncouth trophies of the hall. 

Mid those the stranger fixed his eye 

Where that huge falchion hung on high, 

And thoughts on thoughts, a countless throng} 

Rushed, chasing countless thoughts along, 

Until, the giddy whirl to cure, 

He rose, and sought the moonshine pure. 



/ 



The wild rose, eglantine, and broom, 
Wasted around their rich perfume ; 
The birch trees wept in fragrant balm, 
The aspen slept beneath the calm ; 
The atover light, with quivering glanct> 
FUyedon the water'i still expanse? 
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Wild were the heart whose passions* sway 

Could rage beneatty the sober ray. 

He felt its calm, that warrior guest) 

While thus he communed with his breast : 

" Why is it at each turn 1 trace 

Some memory of that exiled race ? 

Can I not mountain maiden spy, 

But she must bear the Douglas eye ? 

Can I not view a highland brand, 

But it must match the Douglas, hand ? 

Can I not frame a fevered dream, 

But still the Douglas is the theme ? 

I'll dream no more — by manly mind 

Wot e'en in sleep is will resigned. 

My midnight orison said o'er^ 

I'll turn to rest, and dream no more." 

His midnight orison he told, 

A prayer with every bead of gold, 

Consigned to heaven his cares and woes, 

And sunk in undisturbed repose ; 

Until the heath-cock shrilly crew, 

And morning dawned on Ben-venue. 



END OF CANTO FIRST. 
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I. 

AT morn the black-cock trims his jetty win;, 

Tis morning prompts the linnet's blithest lay ; 
All nature'* children feel the matin spring 

Of life reviving, with reviving day; 
And while yon little bark glides down the bay, 

Wafting the stranger on his way again, 
Horn's genial influence roused a minstrel gray, 

And sweetly o'er the lake was heard thy strain, 
Kxed with the sounding harp, O white-haired AUao-btae ? 

II. 
SONG. 
Not Caster yonder rowers' might 

Flings from their oars the spray, 
Not faster yonder rippling bright, 
That tracks the shallop's course in light, 
Melts in the lake away, 

4* 
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• Than men from memory erase 
The benefits of former days; 
Then, stranger, go, good speed the while, 
Nor think again of the lonely isle, 
High place to thee in royal court, 

High place in battled line, 
Good hawk and hound for sylvan sport, 
Where beauty sees the brave resort, 

The honoured mee4 be thine. 
True be thy sword, thy friend sincere, 
Thy lady constant, kind and dear, 
And lost in love's and friendship's smile, 
Re memory of the lonely isle. 

III. 
SONG CONTINUED. 

Rut if beneath yon southern sky 

A plaided stranger roam, 
Whose drooping crest and stifled sigh, 
And sunken cheek and heavy eye. 

Pine for his highland home ; 
Then, warrior, then be thine to show 
The care that sooths a wanderer's wo; 
Remember then thy hap ere while 
A stnmger in the lonely isle. 

Or if on life's uncertain main 
Mishap shall mar thy sail ; 
Jf faithful, wise, and brave in vain, 
Wo, want, and exile thousutMxv 
Beneath the fickle gale; 
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Waste not a sigh on fortune changed, 
On thankless courts, or friends estranged) 
But come where kindred worth shall smile 
To greet thee in the lonely isle. 

IV. 
A* died the sounds upon the tide, 
The shallop reached the mainland side, 
And ere his onward way he took. 
The stranger cast a lingering look, 
Where easily his eye might reach 
The harper on the islet beach, 
Reclined against a blighted tree, , 
As wasted, gray, and worn as he, 
To minstrel meditation given, 
His reverend brow was raised to heaven, 
As from the rising sun to claim 
A sparkle of inspiring flame ; 
His hand, reclined upon the wire, 
Seemed watching the awakening fire. 
80 still he sate, as those who wait 
TBI judgment speak the doom of fate ; 
80 still, as if no breese might dare 
To lift one lock of hoary hair ; 
80 still, as life itself were fled, 
lathe last sound his harp had sped. 

V. 
UpoD a rock wHh lichens wild, 
Jkshfcbim Ellen sate, and smiled, 
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Smiled she to see the stately drake 
Lead forth his fleet upon the lake, 
While her vexed spaniel, from the beach, 
Bayed at the prize beyond his reach ? 
Yet tell me then the maid who knows, 
Why deepened on her cheek the rose ? — 
Forgive, forgive, Fidelity ! 
Perchance the maiden smiled to see 
Yon parting lingerer wave adieu, 
And stop and tarn to wave anew; 
And, lovely ladies, ere yonr ire 
Condemn the heroine of my lyre, 
Show me the fair would scorn to spy, 
And prize such conquest of her eye ! 

VI. 

While yet he loitered on the spot, 
It seemed as Ellen marked him not ; 
But when he turned him to the glade, 
One courteous parting sign she made ; 
And after, oft that Knight would say, 
That not when prize of festal day 
Was dealt him by the brightest fair, 
Who e'er wore jewel in her hair, 
So highly did his bosom swell, 
As at that simple mute farewell. 
Now with a trusty mountain guide, 
And his dark stag-hounds by his side, 
He parts — the maid, unconscious sVvVl, 
Watched him wind slowW Toun&ttfe Y8\n 
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Bat when his stately form was hid, 

The guardian in her bosom chid — 

" Thy Malcolm ! vain and selfish maid!" 

Twas thus upbraiding conscience said, 

" Not so had Malcolm idly hung 

On the smooth phrase of southern tongue ; 

Not so had Malcolm strained his eye 

The step of parting fair to spy." — 

* Wake, Allan-bane," aloud she cried. 

To the old minstrel by her side, 

" Arouse thee from thy moody dream ! 

IU give thy harp heroic theme, 

And warm thee with a noble name ; 

Pour forth the glory of the Graeme." 

Scarce from her lip the word had rushed, 

When deep the conscious maiden blushed) 

For of his clan, in hall and bower, 

Young Malcolm Graeme was held the flower* 

VII. 
The minstrel waked his harp— three times 
'Across the well-known martial chimes, 
And thrice their high heroic pride 
In melancholy murmurs died. 

" Vainly thou bidst, noble maid," 

Clasping his withered hands, he said, 
" Vainly thou bidst me wake the strain, 
Though all unwont to bid in vain. 
Alas! than mine a mightier hand 
Has toned my harp, my strings, ta& s^uxt&ba 
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I touch the chords of joy, bat low 

And mournful answer notes of wo ; 

And the proud march which victors treads 

Sinks in the wailing for the dead. — 

O well for me, if mine alone 

That dirge's deep prophetic tone ! 

If, as my tuneful fathers said, 

This harp, which erst Saint Modan swayed, 

Can thus its master's fate foretell, 

Then welcome be the minstrel's knell! 

VIIL 

" But ah ! dear lady, thus it sighed 
The eve thy sainted mother died ; 
And such the sounds which, while I strove 
To wake a lay of war or love, 
Came marring all the festal mirth, 
Appalling me who gave them birth, 
And, disobedient to my call, 
Wailed loud through Bothwell's bannered hal 
Ere Douglasses, to ruin driven, 
Were exiled from their native heaven. — 
Oh ! if yet worse mishap and wo 
My master's house must undergo, 
Or aught but weal to Ellen fair, 
Brood in these accents of despair, 
No future bard, sad harp ! shall fling 
Triumph or rapture from thy string ; 
One abort, one final strain shall flow, 
Fraught with unutterable wo, 
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Then shivered shall thy fragment! lie, 
Toy master cast him down and die." 

IX. 

Soothing she answered him, " Assuage} 

Mine honoured friend, the fears of age j 

All melodies to thee are known, 

That harp has rung, dr pipe has blown, 

In lowland vale, or highland glen, 

From Tweed to Spey — what marvel, then, 

At times unbidden notes should rise, 

Confusedly bound in memory's ties, 

Entangling, as they rush along, 

The war-march with the funeral song.— 

Small ground is now for boding fear ; 

Obscure, but safe, we rest us here. 

My sire, in native virtue great, 

Resigning lordship, lands, and state, 

Not then to fortune more resigned, 

Than yonder oak might give the wind ; 

The graceful foliage storms may reave, 

The noble stem they cannot grieve. 

For me," — she stooped, and, looking round, 

Plucked a blue hare-bell from the ground ; 

u For me, whose memory scarce conveys 

In image of more splendid days, 

This little flower, that loves the lea, 

May well my simple emblem be ; 

It drinks heaven's dew as blithe as rose 

That in the king's own garden grows* 
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And when 1 place it In my hair, 

Allan, a bard is bound to swear 

He ne'er saw coronet so fair." 

Then playfully the chaplet wild 

She wreathed in her dark locks, and smita 



Her smile, her speech, with winning sway. 
Wiled the old harper's mood away ; 
With such a look as hermits throw 
When angels stoop to sooth their wo, 
He gazed till fond regret and pride 
Thrilled to a tear, then thus replied : 
" Loveliest and best ! thou little know'st 
The rank, the honours, thou hast lost; 
O might I live to see thee grace, 
In Scotland's court, thy birth-right place, 
To see my favourite's step advance, 
The lightest in the courtly dance, 
The cause of every gallant's sigh, 
And leading star of every eye, 
And theme of every minstrel's art, 
The Lady of the Bleeding Heart !"* 



XI. 

" Gay dreams are these," the maiden cried, 
(Light was her accent, yet she sighed,) 
" This mossy rock, my friend, to me 
Is worth gay chair and canopy ; 

* The well known cogniiance of fteDcrc^ttfan 
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Nor would my footstep spring more gay 
Id courtly dance than blithe strathspey ; 
Nor half so pleased mine ear incline 
To royal minstrel's lay as thine ; 
And then for suitors proud and high, 
To bend before my conquering eye, 
Thou, flattering bard, thyself wilt say, 
That grim Sir Roderick owns its sway. 
The Saxon scourge, Clan- Alpine's pride, 
The terror of Loch-Lomond's side, 
Would, at my suit, thou know'st delay, 
A Lennox foray — for a day." 

xn. 

The ancient bard his glee, repressed: 
" 111 hast thou chosen theme for jest ! 
For who, through all this western wild, 
Named black Sir Roderick e'er, and smiled ? 
In Holy Rood a knight he slew ; 
I saw, when back the dirk he drew, 
Courtiers give place before the stride 
Of the undaunted homicide ; 
And since, though outlawed, hath his hand 
Full sternly kept his mountain land. 
Who else dared give— ah ! wo the day, 
That I such hated truth should say— 
The Douglas, like a stricken deerj 
Disowned by every noble peer, 
E'en the rude refuge we hare here? 

* 
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Alas, this wild marauding chief 

Alone might hazard our relief, 

And now thy maiden charms expand, 

Looks for his guerdon in thy hand; , 

Full soon may dispensation sought, 

To back his suit, from Rome be brought, 

Then, though an exile on the hill, 

Thy father, as the Douglas still, 

Be held in reverence and fear. 

But though to Roderick thou'rt so dear. 

That thou might'st guide with silken thread) 

Slave of thy will, this chieftain dread; 

Yet, O loved maid, (hy mirth refrain ! 

Thy hand is on a lion's mane." 



Cl XIII. 

" Minstrel," the maid replied, and high 
Her father's soul glanced from her eye, 
" My debts to Roderick's house 1 know: 
All that a mother could bestow, 
To Lady Margaret's care 1 owe, 
Since first an orphan in the wild 
She sorrowed o'er her sister's child ; 
To her brave chieftain son, from ire 
Of Scotland's king, who shrouds my sire., 
A deeper, holier debt is owed ; 
And, could I pay it with my blood, 
Allan ! Sir Roderick should command 
My blood, my life— rbut not my hand. 



i' 
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Rather will Ellen Douglas dwell 
A votaress in Maronnan's cell; 
Rather through realms beyond the sea, 
Seeking the world's cold charity. 
Where ne'er was spoke a Scottish word, 
And ne'er the name of Douglas heard, 
An outcast pilgrim will she rove, 
Than wed the man she cannot love. 

XIV. 
** Thou shaktst, good friend, thy tresses g ray— 
That pleading look, what can it say 
But what I own ? — I grant him brave, 
But wild as Bracklinn's thundering wave ; 
And generous — save vindictive mood, 
Or jealous transport chafe his blood : 
I grant him true to friendly band, 
As his claymore b to his hand ; 
But O ! that every blade of. steel 
More mercy for a foe would feel : 
1 grant him liberal, to fling 
Among his clan the wealth they bring, 
When back by lake and glen they wind, 
And in the Lowland leave behind, 
Where once some pleasant hamlet stood, 
A mass of ashes slaked with blood. 
The hand, that for my father fought, 
I honour, as his daughter ought ; 
But can / clasp it reeking red, 
From peasants slaughtered in their thed * 
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Ko ! wfldly while his virtues gleam, 

They make his passions darker seem, 

And flash along his spirit high, 

Like lightning o'er the midnight sky. 

While yet a child— and children know, 

Instinctive taught, the friend and foe,-— 

I shuddered at his brow of gloom, 

His shadowy plaid, and sable plume; 

A maiden grown, I ill could bear 

His haughty mien and lordly air; 

Bat, if thou join'st a suitor's claim, 

In serious mood, to Roderick's name r 

I thrill with anguish ! or, if e'er 

A Douglas knew the word, with fear. 

To change such odious theme were best, — 

What think'st thou of our stranger guest ?" 

XV. 

" What think I of him ? wo the while 
That brought such wanderer to our isle I 
Thy father's battle-brand, of yore 
For Tyne-man forged by fairy lore, 
What time he leagued, no longer foes, 
His Border spears with Hotspur's bows, 
Did, self-unscabbarded, fore-show, 
The footstep of a secret foe. 
If courtly spy, and harboured here, 
What may we for the Douglas fear? 
What for this island, deemed of old 
CkM-Alpiae'* last and «ire* to\tt 
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If neither spy nor foe, I pray 
What yet may jealous Roderick say ? 
Nay, wave not thy disdainful head ! 
Bethink thee of the discord dread, 
That kindled when at Beltane game 
Thou ledst the dance with Malcolm Graeme; 
Still, though thy sire the peace renewed, 
Smoulders in Roderick's breast the feud ; 
Beware. — But hark, what sounds are these? 
My dull ears catch no faltering breeze, 
No weeping birch, nor aspen's wake, 
Nor breath is dimpling in the lake; 
Still is the canna's* hoary beard — 
Yet, by ray minstrel faith, I heard— 
And hark again ! some pipe of war 
Seuds the bold pibroch from afar."— 

XVI. 
Far up the lengthened lake were spied 
Four darkening specks upon the tide, 
That) slow enlarging on the view, 
Four manned and masted barges grew, 
And bearing downwards from Glengyle, 
Steered full upon the lonely isle ; 
The point of Brianchoil they passed, 
And to the windward, as they cast, 
Against the sun they gave to shine, 
The bold Sir Roderick's bannered pine.. 

* Gotten gnu* 
6* 
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Nearer and nearer at they bear, 
Spears, pikei, and aies flash in air. 
Now might you see the tartans brave, 
And plaids and plumage dance and wave; 
Now see the bonnets sink and rise, 
As his tough oar the rower plies; 
See, flashing at eaeh sturdy stroke, 
The wave ascending into smoke; 
See the proud pipers on the bow, 
And mark the gaudy streamers flow 
From their loud chanters* down, and sweet 
The furrowed bosom of the deep, 
As, rushing through the lake, amain 
They plied the ancient Highland strain-. 

XVII. 
Ever, as on they bore, more loud 
And louder rung the pibroch proud. 
At first the sounds, by distance tame, -' 
Mellowed along the waters came, 
And, lingering long by cape and bay, 
Wailed every harsher note away; 
Then, bursting bolder on the ear, 
'The clan's shrill gathering they could hear; 
Those thrilling sounds, that call the might 
Of old Clan- Alpine to the fight: 
Thick beat the rapid notes, as when 
The mustering hundreds shake the glen-, 



* The drone of the teffta* 
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And harrying at the signal-dread. 

The battered earth returns their tread; 

Then prelude light of livelier tone, 

Expressed their merry marching on, 

Ere peal of closing battle rose, 

With mingled outcry, shrieks, and blows ; 

And mimic din of stroke and ward. 

As broadsword upon target jarred; 

And groaning pause, e'er yet againj 

Condensed, the battle yelled amain ; 
The rapid charge, the rallying shoot, 
Retreat borne headlong into rout ; 
And bursts of triumph, to declare 
Clan-Alpine's conquest— all were there. 
Nor ended thus the strain ; but slow, 
Sunk in a moan prolonged and low, 
And changed the conquering clarion aweQ, 
For wild lament o'er those that fell. 

XVIII. 
The war-pipes ceased ; but lake and hill 
Were busy with their echoes still, 
And when they slept, a vocal strain 
Bade their hoarse chorus wake again, 
WhQe loud a hundred clans-men raise 
Their voices in their chieftain's praise. 
Each boatman, bending to his oar, 
With measured sweep the burthen bore* 
In such wild cadeace, as the breeze 
*kkei through December* leafless trees -. 
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The chorus first could Allan know, 
" Roderigh Vich Alpine, ho i iro !" 
And near, and nearer as they rowed, 
Distinct the martial ditty flowed. 

XIX. 
BOAT SONG. 
Hail to the chief who in triumph advances, 

Honoured and blessed be the ever-green' pine! 
Long may the tree in his banner that glances, 
Flourish, the shelter and grace of our line ! 
Heaven send it-happy dew, 
Earth lend it sap anew, 
Gayly to bourgeon, and broadly to grow, 
While every highland glen 
Sends our shout back agen, 
" Roderigh Vich Alpine dhu, ho ! ieroe !" 

Ours is no sapling, chance-sown by the fountain, 

Blooming at Beltane, in winter to fade ; 
When the whirlwind has stripped every leaf on the 
mountain, 
The more shall Clan Alpine exult in her shade* 
Moored in the rifted rock, 
Proof to the tempest's shock, 
Firmer he roots him the ruder it blow; 
Menteith and Bredalbane, then, 
Echo his praise agen, 
" Roderigh Vich Alpine dhu, ho '. ieroe !" 
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Proudly our pibroch has thrilled in Glen Frain, 
And Ranochar's groans to our slogan replied, 
(Hen Loss and Ross-dhu, they are smoking in rain. 
And the best of Loch-Lomond lie dead on her 
side. 
Widow and Saxon maid 
Long shall lament our raid, 
Think of Clan- Alpine with fear and with wo ; 
Lennox and Leven-glen 
Shake when they hear agen, 
« Roderigh Vkh Alpine dhn, ho ! ieroe !" 

Row, vassals, row, for the pride of the Highlands* 

Stretch to your oars, for the ever-green pine i 
! that the rose-bud that graces yon islands, 
Were wreathed in a garland around him to twine* 

O that some seedling gem, 

Worthy such noble stem, 
Honoured and blessed in their shadow might grcwl 

Load should Clan- Alpine then 

Ring from her deepmost glen, 
« Roderigh Vich Alpine dhu, ho ! ieroe !" 

XXI. 
With all her joyful female band, 
Had Lady Margaret sought the strand. 
Loose on the breeze their tresses flew, 
And high their snowy anas they threw, 
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As echoing back with shrill acclaim. 

And chorns wild, the chieftain's name ; 

While, prompt to please, with mother's art, 

The darling passion of his heartr 

The Dame called Ellen to the strand, 

To greet her kinsman ere he land: 

" Come, loiterer, come ! a Douglas thou, 

And shun to wreath a victor's brow ?"— 

Reluctantly and slow, the maid 

The unwelcome summoning obeyed. 

And, when a distant bugle rung, 

In the mid-path aside she sprung ! — 

" List Allan-bane ! from main-land cast, 

I hear my father's signal blast. 

Be ours," she cried, " the skiff to guide, 

And waft him'from the mountain side." 

Then, like a sunbeam, swift and bright, - 

She darted to her shallop light, 

And eagerly while Roderick scanned, 

For her dear form his mother's band, 

The Islet far behind her lay, 

And she had landed in the bay. 

XXII. 
Some feelings are to mortals given, 
With less of earth in them than heaven ; 
And if there be a human tear 
From passion's dross refined and clear, 
A tear so limpid and so meek, 
It would not stain an augeVs cheeV, 
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Tis that which pious fathers sjied 
Upon a duteous daughter's head ! 
And as the Douglas to his breast 
His darling Ellen closely pressed, 
Such holy drops her tresses steeped, 
Though 'twas a hero's eye that weeped. 
Nor while on Ellen's faltering tongue 
Her filial welcomes crowded hung, 
Marked she that fear, (affection's proof,) 
Still held a graceful youth aloof; 
No ! not till Douglas named his name, 
Although the youth was Malcolm Graeme. 

XXIII. 
Allan, with wistful look the while, 
Marked Roderick lauding on the isle ; 
His master piteously he eyed, 
Then gazed upon the chieftain's pride, 
Then dashed, with hasty hand, away 
From his dimmed eye the gathering spray ; 
And Douglas, as his hand he laid 
On Malcolm's shoulder, kindly said, 
" Canst thou, young friend, no meaning spy 
In my poor follower's glistening eye ? 
I'll tell thee : — he recalls the day, 
When in my praise he led the lay 
O'er the arched gate of Botbwell proud, 
While many a minstrel answered loud, 
When Percy's Norman Pennon, won 
So Woody Seidf before me shone. 
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And twice ten knights, the least a name 
As mighty as yon chief may claim, 
Gracing my pomp, behind me came. 
Tet trust me, Malcolm, not so proud 
Was I of all that marshalled crowd, 
Though the waned crescent owned my might* 
And in my train trooped lord and knight, 
Though Blantyre hymned her holiest lays, 
And BothwelTs bards flung back my praise* 
As when this old man's silent tear, 
.. And this poor maid's affection dear, 
A welcome give more kind and true, 
Than aught my better fortunes knew. 
Forgive, my friend, a father's boast ; 
O ! it out-beggars all I lost !" 

xxnr. 

Delightful praise! — like summer rose, 
That brighter in the dew drop glows, 
The bashful maiden's cheek appeared, 
For Douglas spoke, and Malcolm heard/ 
The flush of shame-faced joy to hide, 
The hounds, the hawk, her cares divide ; 
The loved caresses of the maid 
The dogs with crouch and whimper paid ; 
And, at her whistle, on her hand 
The falcon took his favourite stand, 
Closed his dark wing, relaxed his eye, 
Jior, though mnhooded, sought to flr: 
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And trust, while in such guise she stood, 
Like fabled Goddess of the Wood, 
That if a father's partial thought 
O'er-weighed her worth and beauty aught; 
Well might the lover's judgment fail, 
To balance with a juster scale ; 
For with each secret glance he stole. 
The food enthusiast sent his soul. 

XXV. 

Of stature fair, and slender frame, 
But firmly knit, was Malcolm Graeme. 
The belted plaid and tartan hose 
Did ne'er more graceful limbs disclose ; 
His flaxen hair, of sunny hue, 
Curled closely round his bonnet blue ; 
Trained to the chase, his eagle eye 
The ptarmigan in snow could spy '. 
Each pass, by mountain, lake and heath, 
He knew, through Lennox and Menteith ; 
Vain was the bound of dark brown doe, 
When Malcolm bent his sounding bow, 
And scarce that doe, though winged with fear, 
Out-stripped in speed the mountaineer; 
Right up Ben-Lomond could he press, 
And not a sob his toil confess. 
His form accorded with a mind 
Lively and ardent, frank and kind : 
A blither bear*, till Ellen came, 
DU never love nor Borrow tame • 

6 * 
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It danced as lightsome in his breast. 
As played the feather on his crest. 
Yet friends, who nearest knew the youth, 
His scorn of wrong, his zeal for truth, 
And bards, who saw his features bold, 
When kindled by the tales of old, 
Said, were that youth to manhood grown, 
Not long should Roderick Dhu's renown 
Be foremost voiced by mountain fame, 
But quail to that of Malcolm Graeme. 

XXVI. 

Now back they wend their watery way, 
And, " O my sire !" did Ellen say, 
" Why urge thy chase so far astray ? 
And why so late returned ? 4nd why" — 
The rest was in her speaking eye. 
" My child, the chase I follow far, 
lis mimicry of noble war ; 
And with that gallant pastime reft < 
Were all of Douglas I have left 
I met young Malcolm as I strayed 
Far eastward, in Glenfinlas' shade. 
Nor strayed I safe ; for, all around, 
Hunters and horsemen scoured the ground 
This youth, though still a royal ward, 
Risqued life and land to be my guard, 
And through the passes of the wood 
Guided my steps, not unpunued ; 
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And Roderick shall lib welcome make, 
Despite old spleen, for Douglas' sake. 
Then most he seek Strath-Endrick glen, 
Nor peril aught for me agen." — 

XXVII. 
Sir Roderick, who to meet them came, 
Reddened at sight of Malcolm Graeme, 
Yet, nor in action, word or eye, 
Failed aught in hospitality. 
In talk and sport they wbiled away 
The morning of that summer day ; 
But at high noon a courier light 
Held secret parley with the krilght, 
Whose moody aspect soon declared, 
That evil were the news he heard. 
Deep thought seemed toiling in his head ; 
Yet was the evening banquet made, 
E'er he assembled round the flame, 
His mother, Douglas, and the Graeme, 
And Ellen too ; then cast around 
His eyes, then fixed them on the ground, 
As studying phrase that might avail 
Best to convey unpleasant tale. 
Long with hb dagger's hilt he played, 
Then raised hb haughty brow, and said : 

XXVIII. 
" Short be my speech ; — nor time aftor&v 
Nor my plain temper, glozing woedft. 
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Kinsman and father, if such name 
Douglas vouchsafe to Roderick's claim. 
Mine honoured mother, Ellen, — why, 
My cousin, turn away thine eye ? 
And Graeme, in whom I hope to know 
Full soon a noble friend or foe, 
When age shall give thee thy command, 
And leading in thy native land, — 
List all !— The king's vindictive pride 
Boasts to have tamed the Border-side, 
Where chiefs, with hound and hawk who ca 
To share their monarch's sylvan game* 
Themselves in bloody toils were snared, 
And when the banquet they prepared, 
And wide their loyal portals flung, 
O'er their own gateway struggling hung. 
Loud cries their blood from Meggat's mead, 
From Yarrow braes and banks of Tweed, 
Where the lone streams of Ettricke glide, 
And from the silver Teviot's side ; 
The dales, where martial clans did ride, 
Are now one sheep-walk waste and wide. 
This tyrant of the Scottish throne, 
So faithless, and so ruthless known, 
Now hither comes ; his end the same, 
The same pretext of sylvan game. 
What grace for Highland chiefs judge ye, 
By fete of Border chivalry. 
Tetmore ; amid Gienfinlas' green, 
£&*/ thy stately form was seen. 
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This by espial sure I know 

Tour counsel in the strait I show."— 



XXIX. 

Ellen and Margaret fearfully 
Sought comfort in each other's eye, 
Then turned their ghastly look, each one, 
This to her sire, that to her son. 
The hasty colour went and came 
In the bold cheek of Malcolm Graeme ; 
But from his glance it well appeared, 
Twas but for Ellen that he feared ; 
While sorrowful, but undismayed, 
The Douglas thus his counsel said : 
" Brave Roderick, though the tempest roar, 
It may but thunder and i>ass o'er ; 
Nor will I here remain an hour, 
To draw the lightning on thy bower ; 
For well thou know'st, at this gray head 
The royal bolt were fiercest sped. 
For thee, who, at thy King's command, 
Canst aid him with a gallant band, 
Submission, homage, humbled pride, 
Shall turn the Monarch's wrath aside, 
Poor remnants of the Bleeding Heart, 
Ellen and I will seek, apart, 
The refuge of some forest cell ; 
There, like the hunted quarry, dwell, 
Till, oa the mountain and the moor, 
The stern pursuit be passed and o'er "-~ 

6* 
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XXX. 

" No, by mine honour," Roderick said, 
" So help me heaven and my good blade ! 
No, never ! Blasted be yon pine, 
My father's ancient crest, and mine, 
If from its shade in danger part 
The lineage of the Bleeding Heart ! 
Hear my blunt speech : grant me this maid 
To wife, thy counsel to mine aid ; 
To Douglas, leagued with Roderick Dhu, 
Will friends and allies flock enow ; 
Like cause of doubt, distrust, and grief* 
Will bind to us each western chief. 
When the loud pipes my bridal tell, 
The Links of Forth shall hear theJtnelJ, 
The guards shall start in Stirling's porch ; 
And when I light the nuptial torch* 
A thousand villages in flames, 
Shall scare the slumbers of King James ! 
— Nay, Ellen, blench not thus away, 
And, mother, cease these signs, I pray ; 
I meant not all my heat might say. 
Small need of inroad, or of fight, 
When the sage Douglas may unite 
Each mountain clan in friendly band, 
To guard the passes of their land, 
Till the foiled King, from pathless glen, 
Shall bootless turn him home ageru." 
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Had Douglas marked the hectic strife, 
Where death seemed combating with life ; 
For to her cheek, in feverish flood, 
One instant rash'd the throbbing blood, 
Then ebbing back, with sudden sway. 
Left its domain as wan as clay. 
" Roderick, enough ! enough !" he cried, 
" My daugher cannot be thy bride ; 
Not that the blush to wooer dear, 
Nor paleness that of maiden fear. 
It may not be — forgive her, chief, 
Nor hazard aught for our relief. 
Against his sovereign, Douglas ne'er 
Will level a rebellious spear ; 
'Twas I that taught his youthful hand 
To rein a steed and wield a brand. 
I see him yet, the princely boy ! 
Not Ellen more my pride and joy ; 
I love him still, despite my wrongs, 
By hasty wrath, and slanderous tongues. 
O seek the grace you well may find, 
Without a cause to mine combined. 

■ 

XXXIII. 

Twice through the hall the Chieftain strode ; 
The waving of his tartans broad, 
And darkened brow, where wounded pride 
With ire and disappointment vied, 
Seemed, by the torch's gloomy l\%Ht* 
Like the ill Dsemoa of the night, 
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Stooping his pinions' shadowy sway 
Upon the flighted pilgrim's ways 
Bat, unrequited love ! thy dart 
Plunged deepest its envenomed smart, 
And Roderick, with thine anguish stung, 
At length the hand of Douglas wrung, 
While eyes that mocked at tears before, 
With bitter drops were running o'er. 
The death pangs of long-cherished hope 
Scarce in that ample breast had scope, 
But, straggling with his spirit proud, 
Convulsive heaved its chequered shroud, 
While every sob— so mute were all — 
Was heard distinctly through the hall. 
The son's despair, the mother's look, 
111 might the gentle Ellen brook : 
She rose, and to her side there came, 
To aid her parting steps, the Gneme. 

XXXIV. 

Then Roderick from the Douglas broker- 
As flashes flame through sable smoke, 
Kindling its wreaths, long, dark, and low, 
To one broad blaze of ruddy glow, 
So the deep anguish of despair 
Burst, in fierce jealousy, to air — 
With stalwart grasp his hand he laid 
On Malcolm's breast and belted plaid : 
"Back, betardhn boy .'" he sternly wA\ 
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" Back, minion ! holdst thou thus at naught 

The lesson I so lately taught ? 

This roof, the Pouglas, and that maid, 

Thank thou for punishment delayed."— 

Eager as greyhound on his game, 

Fiercely with Roderick grappled Graeme. 

" Perish my name, if aught afford 

Its chieftain safety, save his sword !"~ 

Thus as they strove, their desperate hand 

Griped to the dagger or the brand, 

And death had been — but Douglas rose, 

And thrust between the struggling foes 

His giant strength : — " Chieftains, forego ! 

I hold the first who strikes, my foe.— 

Madmen, forbear your frantic jar : 

What ! is the Douglas fallen so far, 

His daughter's hand is deemed the spoil 

Of such dishonourable broil !" — 

Sullen and slowly they unclasp, 

As struck with shame, their desperate grasp, 

And each upon his rival glared, 

With foot advanced, and blade half bared. 

XXXV. 

Ere yet the brands aloft were flung, 
Margaret on Roderick's mantle hung, 
And Malcolm heard his Ellen's scream, 
As faltered through terrific dream. 
Then Roderick plunged "ua &\\ealli \\\s sword, 
And veiled his wrattimscoTi&A vjo\&» 
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" Rest safe till morning; pity 'twere 
Such cheek should feel the midnight air ! 
Then mayst thou to James Stuart tell, 
Roderick will keep the lake and fell, 
Nor lackey, with his freeborn clan, 
The pageant pomp of earthly man. 
More would he of Clan- Alpine know, 
Thou canst our strength and passes show :— ' 
Malise, what ho !" — his hench-man came ; 
" Give our safe-conduct to the Graeme." 
Young Malcolm answered, calm and bold, 
" Fear nothing for thy favourite hold. 
The spot, an angel deigned to grace, 
Is blessed, though robbers haunt the place ; . 
Thy churlish courtesy for those 
Reserve, who fear to be thy foes. 
As safe to me the mountain way 
At midnight as in blaze of day, 
Though, with his boldest at his back, 
E'en Roderick Dhu beset the track. — 
Brave Douglas— lovely Ellen — nay, 
Nought here of parting will I say. 
Earth does not hold a lonesome glen, 
So secret, bat we meet a gen, — 
Chieftain ! we too shall find an hour," 
He said, and left the sylvan bower. 

XXXVI. 

Old Allan followed to the strand, 
(Sack warn the Douglas's command ») 
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And anxious told, how, on the mora 

The stem Sir Roderick deep had sworn, 

The Fiery Cross should circle o'er 

Dale, glen, and valley, down, and moor. 

Much were the peril to the Graeme, 

From those who to the signal came ; 

Far up the lake 'twere safest land, 

Himself would row him to the strand* 

He gave his counsel to the wind, 

While Malcolm did, unheeding, bind, 

Hound dirk, and pouch, and broadsword rolled* 

His ample plaid in tightened fold, 

And stripped his limbs to such array, 

As best might suit the watery way. 

XXXVH. 

Then spoke abrupt : " Farewell to thee, 
Pattern of old fidelity!" 
The minstrel's hand he kindly pressed;— * 
" O ! could I point a place of rest ! 
My sovereign holds in ward my land. 
My uncle leads my vassal band ; 
To tame his foes, his friends to aid, 
^oor Malcolm has but heart and blade. 
Tet, if there be -one faithful Graeme, 
Who loves the chieftain of his name, 
Not long shall honoured Douglas dweu^ 
Like hunted stag, in mountain cell ; 
If or, ere yon pride-swollen robber dare,— 
«* majr not give the, rest to ak \ — 
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Tell Roderick Dhu, I owed him nought, 
Not the poor service of a boat, 
To waft me to yon mountain side"— 
Then plunged he in the flashing tide. 
Bold o'er the flood bis head he bore, 
And stoutly steered him from the shore ; 
And Allan strained his anxious eye, 
Far mid the lake his form to spy, 
Darkening across each puny wave, 
To which the moon her silver gave. 
Fast as the cormorant could skim, 
The swimmer plied each active limb ; 
Then, landing in the moonlight dell, 
Loud shouted of his weal to tell. 
The minstrel heard the far halloo, 
And joyful from the shore withdrew. 
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I. 

TIME rolls his ceaseless course. The race of yore 

Who danced our infancy upon their knee, 
And told our marvelling boyhood legends store, 

Of their strange ventures happ'd by land or tea, 
Bow they are blotted from the things that be ! 

How few, all weak and withered of their force. 
Wait, on the verge of dark eternity, x 

Like stranded wrecks, the tide returning hoarse, 
To sweep them from our sight! Time rolls hla ceaseless 

course. 
Yet live there still who can remember well, 

How, when a mountain chief his bugle blew, 
Both field and forest, dingle, cliff, and dell, 

And solitary heath, the signal knew *, 
And fast the faithful clan around him drew, 

What time the warning note was keenly wound, 
What time aloft their kindred banner flew, 

While clamorous war-pipes yelled the gathering souroX, 
Ami wBUe the Fiery Cross gianced, like a meteor, tmuiflU 

7* 
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II. 

The summer dawn's reflected hue 

To purple changed Loch-Katrine blue ; 

Mildly and soft the western breeze 

Just kissed the lake, just stirred the trees. 

And the pleased lake, like maiden coy, 

Trembled, but dimpled not for joy ; 

The mountain shadows on her breast 

Were neither broken nor at rest ; 

In bright uncertainty they lie, 

Like future joys to Fancy's eye. 

The water lily to the light 

Her chalice oped of silver bright ; 

The doe awoke, and to the lawn, 

Begemmed with dew-drops, led her fawn ; 

The gray mist left the mountain side, 

The torrent showed its glistening pride ; 

Invisible in flecked sky, 

The lark sent down her revelry ; 

The blackbird and the speckled thrush 

Good-morrow gave from brake and bush ; 

In answer cooed the cushat dove, 

Her notes of peace, and rest, and love. 

III. 

No thought of peace, no thought of rest, 

Assuaged the storm in Roderick's breast 
With sheathed broadsword in his hand, 
Abrupt he paced the islet stratvd, 
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And eyed the rising sun, and laid 
His hand on his impatient blade, 
Beneath a rock, his vassals' care 
Was prompt the ritual to prepare, 
With deep and deathful meaning fraught ; 
For such antiquity had taught 
Was preface meet, ere yet abroad 
The cross of fire should take its road. 
The shrinking band stood oft aghast 
At the impatient glance he cast ; — 
Such glance the mountain eagle threw, 
As, from the cliffs of Ben-venue, 
She spread her dark sails on the wind, 
And, high in middle heaven reclined, 
With her broad shadow on the lake, 
Silenced the warblers of the brake. 

IV. 
A heap of withered boughs was piled, 
Of juniper and rowan wild, 
Mingled with shivers from the oak 
Rent by the lightning's recent stroke. 
Brian, the hermit, by it stood, 
Barefooted, in his frock and hood ; 
His grisled beard and matted hair 
Obscured a visage of despair ; 
His naked arms and legs, seamed o'er, 
The scars of frantic penance bore. 
That monk, of savage form and face, ^ 

The impending danger of his race ^ 
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Had drawn from deepest solitude, ' 

Far in Benharrow'i bosom rude. 

Not his the mien of Christian priest, 

But Druid's, from the grave released, 

Whose hardened heart and eye might brook 

On human sacrifice to look. 

And much, 'twas said, of heathen lore 

Mixed in the charms he muttered o'er ; 

The hallowed creed gave only worse 

And deadlier emphasis of ourse. 

No peasant sought that Hermit's prayer, 

His cave the pilgrim shunned with care ; 

The eager huntsman knew his bound, 

And in mid chase called off his hound ; . 

Or if, in lonely glen or strath, 

The desert-dweller met his path, 

He prayed, and signed the cross between, 

While terror took devotion's mien. 

V. 

Of Brian's birth strange tales were told. 
His mother watched a midnight fold, 
Built deep within a dreary glen, 
Where scattered lay the bones of men, 
In some forgotten battle slain, 
And bleached by drifting wind and rain* 
It might have tamed a warrior's heart, 
To view such mockery of his art : 
The knot-grass fettered there ilafc tanA* 
Whicb once could burst an irou\ittii& > 
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Beneath the broad and ample bone, 
That bucklered heart to fear unknown, 
A feeble and a timorous guest, 
The field-fare framed her lowly nest ; 
There the slow blind-worm left his slimt 
On the fleet limbs that mocked at time ; 
And there, too, lay the leader's skull, 
Still wreathed with chaplet flushed and full, 
For heath-bell, with her purple bloom, 
Supplied the bonnet and the plume. 
All night, in this sad glen, the maid 
Sate shrouded in her mantle's shade : 
She said, no shepherd sought her side, 
No hunter's hand her snood untied, 
Tet ne'er again to braid her hair 
The virgin snood did Alice wear ; 
Gone was her maiden glee and sport, 
Her maiden girdle all too short, 
Nor sought she, from that fatal night, 
Or holy church or blessed rite, 
But locked her secret in her breast, 
And died in travail, unconfessed. 

VI. 
Alone, among his young compeers, 
Was Brian from his infant years; 
A moody and heart-broken boy, 
Estranged from sympathy and joy, 
Bearing each taunt with careless tongua 
On bis mjrsterioui lineage /lung. 
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Whole nights he spent by moonlight pale, 
To wood and stream his hap to wail, 
Till, frantic, he as truth received 
What of his birth the crowd believed, 
And sought, in mist and meteor fire, 
To meet and know his Phantom Sire! 
In vain, to sooth his wayward fate, 
The cloister oped her pitying gate; 
In vain, the learning of the age 
Unclasped her sable-lettered page; 
E'en in its treasures he could find 
Food for the fever of his mind. 
Eager he read whatever tells 
Of magic, cabala, and spells, 
And every dark pursuit allied 
To curious and presumptuous pride, 
Till, with fired brain and nerves o'erstrung, 
And heart with mystic horrors wrung. 
Desperate he sought Benharrow's den, 
And hid him from the haunts of men. 

vn. 

The desert gave him visions wild, 
9Uch as might suit the Spectre's child : 
Where with black cliffs the torrents toil, 
He watched the wheeling eddies boil, 
Till, from their foam, his dazzled eyes f 
Beheld the river-daemon rise; 
The mountain-mist took form and limb, 
Of noontide hag, or goblin grtav, 
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The midnight wind came wild and dread. 
Swelled with the voices of the dead ; 
Far on the future battle-heath 
His eye beheld the ranks of death ; 
Thus the lone Seer, from mankind hurled, 
Shaped forth a disembodied world. 
One lingering sympathy of mind 
Still bound him to the mortal kind ; 
The only parent he could claim 
Of ancient Alpine's lineage came. 
Late had he heard, in prophet's dream, 
The fatal Ben-Shie's boding scream ; 
Sounds, too, had come in midnight blast, 
Of charging steeds, careering fast 
Along Benharrow's shingly side, 
Where mortal horsemen ne'er might ride : 

The thu nder too had split the pine, — 

All augured ill to Alpine's line. 

He girt his loins and came to show 

The signals of impending wo, 

And now stood prompt to bless or ban, 

As bade the Chieftain of his clan. 

vin. 

Twas all prepared ;— and from the rock, 
A goat, the patriarch of the flock, 
Before the kindling pile was laid, 
And pierced by Roderick's ready blade. 
Patient the dckeniag victim eyed 
Tie ike-Hood ebb in orimson tide. 
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Down his clogged beard and shaggy limb, 
Till darkness glased his eye-balls dim. 
The grisly priest, with murmuring prayer, 
A slender crosslet framed with care, 
A cubit's length in measure due ; 
The shaft and limb were rods of yew, 
Whose parents in Inch-Cailliach wave 
Their shadows o'er Clan-Alpine's grave, 
And, answering Lomond's breezes deep, 
Sooth many a chieftain's endless sleep. 
The Cross, thus formed, he held on high, 
Wkh wasted hand and haggard eye, 
And strange and mingled feelings woke, 
While his anathema he spoke : 

IX. 

" Wo to the clansman, who shall view 
This symbol of sepulchral yew, 
Forgetful that its branches grew 
Where weep the heavens their holiest dew 

On Alpine's dwelling low ! 
Deserter of his Chieftain's trust, 
He ne'er shall mingle with their dust, 
But from his sires and kindred thrust, 
Each clansman's execration just 

Shall doom him wrath and wo." 
He paused ; — the word the vassals took, 
With forward step and fiery look, 
On high their naked brands they shook, 
Their clattering targets wildly taooV, 

• £nt, in murmur low, 
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TheDi like the billow in his coarse, 
That far to seaward finds his source, 
And flings to shore his mastered force, 
Burst, with loud roar, their answer hoarse, 

« Wo to the traitor, wo !" 
Ben-an's gray scalp the accents knew, 
The joyous wolf from covert drew, 
The exulting eagle screamed afar,— 
They knew the voice of Alpine's war. 

X. 

The shoot was hushed on lake and fell, 

The monk resumed his muttered spell. 

Dismal and low its accents came, 

The while he scathed the Cross with flame; - 

And the few words that reached the air, 

Although the holiest name was there, 

Had more of blasphemy than prayer. 

Bat when he shook above the crowd 

to kindled points, he spoke aloud : 

" Wo to the wretch, who fails to rear 

At this dread sign the ready spear! 

For, as the flames this symbol sear, 

His home the refuge of his fear, 

A kindred fate shall know ; 
Fir o'er Its roof the volumed flame 
(San-Alpine's vengeance shall proclaim, 
While maids and matrons on his name 
Shall call down wretchedness and shame, 

And infamy and wo."— 

8 
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Then rose the cry of females, shrill 
As goss-hawks whistle on the hill. 
Denouncing misery and ill, 
Mingled with childhood's babbling trill 

Of curses stammered slow; 
Answering, with imprecation dread, 
" Sunk be his home in embers red! 
And cursed be the meanest shed 
That e'er shall hide the houseless head 

We doom to want and wo !" 
A sharp and shrieking echo gave, 
Coir-Uriskin, thy goblin cave ! 
And the gray pass where birches wave, 

On Beala-nam-bo. 



XI. 

Then deeper paused the priest anew, 
And hard his labouring breath he drew, 
While, with set teeth and clenched hand, 
And eyes that glowed like fiery brand, 
He meditated curse more dread, 
And deadlier, on the clans-mans head, 
Who, summoned to his chieftain's aid, 
The signal saw and disobeyed. 
The crosslet's points of sparkling wood, 
He quenched among the bubbling blood, 
And, as again the sign he reared, 
Hollow and hoarse his voice was heard : 
" When Bits this Cross from man to man, 
Vich-Alpme'a summons to Vria cXtuv, 
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Burst be the ear that fails to heed ! 
Palsied the foot that shuns to speed ! 
May ravens tear the careless eyes, 
Wolves make the coward heart their prize ! 
As sinks that blood-stream in the earth, 
So may his heart's blood drench his hearth ! 
As dies in hissing gore the spark, 
Quench thou his light. Destruction dark! 
And be the grace to him denied, 
Bought by this sign to all beside !"— 
He ceased: no echo gave agen 
The murmur of the deep Amen. 

XII. 
Then Roderick, with impatient look, 
From Brian's hand the symbol took : 
" Speed, Malise, speed !" he said, and gave 
The crosslet to his hench-man brave. 
M The muster-place by Lanrick mead — 
Instant the time — speed, Malise, speed !" 
Like heath-bird, when the hawks pursue, 
A barge across Loch-Katrine flew ; 
High stood the hench-man on the prow, 
So rapidly the barge-men row, 
The bubbles, where they launched the boat, 
Were all unbroken and afloat, 
Dancing in foam and ripple still, 
When it had neared the mainland hill ; 
And from the silver beach's side 
Stiff was the prow thne fttfaom wide, 
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When lightly bounded to the land 
The messenger of blood and brand. 

XIII. 
Speed, Malise, speed ! the dun deer's hide 
On leeter foot was never tied. 
Speed, Malise, speed ! such cause of haste 
Thine active sinews never braced. 
Bend 'gainst the steepy hill thy breast, 
Burst down like torrent from its crest; 
With short and springing footstep pasa 
The trembling bog and false morass ; 
Across the brook like roebuck bound, 
And thread the brake like questing hound ; 
The crag is high, the scaur is deep, 
Tet shrink not from the desperate leap ; 
Parched are thy burning lips and brow, 
Tet by the fountain pause not now; 
Herald of battle, fate and fear, 
Stretch onward in thy fleet career ! 
The wounded hind thou track'st not now, 
Pursuest not maid through green-wood bough. 
Nor pliest thou now thy flying pace 
With rivals in the mountain-race ; 
But danger, death, and wafrier deed, 
Are in thy coarse— Speed, MUise, speed ! 

XIV. 

Fast aa the fatal symbol flies, 
In arms the huts and hamlets risa ; 
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From winding glen, from upland brown, 
They poured each hardy tenant down. 
Nor slacked the messenger his pace ; 
He showed the sign, he named the place, 
And, pressing forward like the wind, 
Left clamour and surprise behind. 
The fisherman forsook the strand, 
The swarthy smith took dirk and brand ; 
With changed cheer, the mower blithe 
Left in the half cut swathe the sithe; 
The herds without a keeper strayed, 
The plough was in mid-furrow staid, 
The falc'ner tossed his hawk away, 
The hanter left the stag at bay ; 
Prompt at the signal of alarms, 
Each son of Alpine rushed to arms ; 
So swept the tumult and affray 
Along the margin of Achray. 
Alas, thou lovely lake ! that e'er 
Thy banks should echo sounds of fear? 
The rocks, the bosky thickets, sleep 
So stilly on thy bosom deep, 
The lark's blithe carol from the cloud/ 
Seems for the scene too gayiy loud. 

XV. 

Speed, Malise, speed ! the lake is past, 
Duncraggan's huts appear at last, 
And peep, like moss-grown rocks, half seext, 
Half hidden in the copse so green ', 
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There may'st thou rest, thy labour done. 
Their Lord shall speed the signal on.— 
As stoops the hawk upon his prey, 
The bench-man shot him down the way. 
What woful accents load the gale ? 
The funeral yell, the female wail — 
A gallant hunter's sport is o'er, 
A valiant warrior fights no more. 
Who, in the battle or the chase, 
At Roderick's side shall fill his place 1 
Within the hall, where torch's ray 
Supplies the excluded beams of day, 
Lies Duncan on his lowly bier, 
And o'er him streams his widow's tear. 
His stripling son stands mournful by, 
His youngest weeps, but knows not why; 
The village maids and matrons round 
• The dismal coronach* resound : 

XVI. 
CORONACH. 
He is gone on the mountain, 

He is lost to the forest, 
Like a summer-dried fountain, 

When our need was the sorest. 
The font, re-appearing, 

From the rain-drops shall borrow, 
But to us comes no cheering, 

To Duncan no morrow ! 

* Foneral Sonjj. Sec "Sate. 
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The hand of the reaper 

Takes the ears that are hoary, 
Bat the voice of the weeper 

Wails manhood in glory ; 
The autumn winds rushing 

Waft the leaves that are searest, 
But our flower was in flushing, 

When blighting was nearest 

Fleet foot on the correi,* 

Sage counsel in cumber, 
Red hand in the foray, . 

How sound is thy slumber ! 
Like the dew on the mountain, 

. Like the foam on the river, 
Like the bubble on the fountain, 

Thou art gone, and for ever ! 

XVII. 
See Stumah, t who, the bier beside, 
His master's corpse with wonder eyed) 
Poor Stumah ! whom his least halloo 
Could send like lightning o'er the dew, 
Bristles his crest, and points his ears, 
As if some stranger step he hears. 
Tis not a mourner's muffled tread, 
Who comes to sorrow o'er the dead, 

*0r Com. The hollow side of the hiO, vrtust* gpofe wu&3 

Uet. 

tr*ltbfyt—4he name of a dog-. 
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But headlong haste, or deadly fear, 

Urge the precipitate career. 

All stand aghast : — unheeding all, 

The hench-man bursts into the hall ; 

Before the dead man's bier he stood, 

Held forth the Cross besmeared with blood ; 

" The muster-place is Lanrick mead ; 

Speed forth the signal ! clansmen, speed !" 

XVIII. 
Angus, the heir of Duncan's line, 
Sprung forth and seized the fatal sign, 
In haste the stripling to his side 
His father's dirk and broad-sword tied : 
-But when he saw his mother's eye 
Watch him in speechless agony, 
Back to her opened arms he flew, 
Pressed on her lips a fond adieu — 
" Alas 1" she sobbed, — "and yet be gone, 
And speed thee forth, like Duncan's son!" 
One look he cast upon the bier, 
Dashed from his eye the gathering tear. 
Breathed deep, to clear his labouring breast, 
And tossed aloft his bonnet crest ; 
Then, like the high-bred colt when freed, 
First he essays his fire and speed ; 
He vanished, and o'er moor and cross 
Sped forward with the Fiery Cross. 
Suspended was the widow's tear, 
While yet his footsteps she cou\&ta%x \ 
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And when she marked the bench-man's eye 

Wet with unwonted sympathy, 

" Kinsman/' she said, " his race is run, 

That should have sped thine errand ou ; 

The oak has fallen— the sapling bough. 

Is ail Buncraggan's shelter now. 

Tet trust I well, his duty done, 

The orphan's God will guard my son.— 

And you, in many a danger true, 

At Duncan's best your blades that drew, 

To arms, and guard that orphan's head! 

Let babes and women wail the dead." — 

Then weapon-clang, and martial call, 

Resounded through the funeral hall, 

While from the walls the attendant band 

Snatched sword and targe, with hurried hand. 

And short and flitting energy 

Glanced from the mourner's sunken eye, 

As if the sounds to warrior dear 

Might rouse her Duncan from his bier; 

But faded soon that borrowed force ; 

Grief claimed his right, and tears their course. 

XIX. 
Benledi saw the Cross of Fire, 
It glanced like lightning up Strath-Ire. 
O'er dale and hill the summons flew, 
Nor rest nor pause young Angus knew ; 
The tear, that gathered in his eye, 
Me left the mountain breeze to dry ; 
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Until, where Teith's young waters roll. 
Betwixt him and a wooded knoll. 
That graced the sable strath with green, 
The chapel of Saint Bride was seen ; 
Swoln was the stream, remote the bridge, 
But Angus paused not on the edge ; 
Though the dark waves danced dimly, 
Though reeled his sympathetic eye, 
He dashed amid the torrent's roar: 
His right hand high the crosslet bore, 
His left the pole-ax grasped, to guide 
And stay his footing in the tide. 
He stumbled twice— the foam splashed high) 
With hoarser swell the stream raced by; 
And had he fallen — for ever there, 
Farewell Duncraggan's orphan heir! 
But still, as if in parting life, 
Firmer he grasped the Cross of strife, 
Until the opposing bank he gained, 
And up the chapel pathway strained. 

XX. 

A blithesome rout, that morning tide, 
Had sought the chapel of Saint Bride. 
Her troth Tombea's Mary gave 
To Norman, heir of Ardmandave, 
And issuing from the Gothic arch, 
The bridal now resumed their march. 
In rude, but glad procession, came 
bonneted ore and coif-clad dame.-, 
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And plaided youth, with jest and jeer, 
Which snooded maiden would not hear ; 
And children, that, unwitting why, 
Lent the gay shout their shrilly cry; 
And minstrels, that in measures vied 
Before the young and bonny bride, 
Whose downcast eye and cheek disclose 
The tear and blush of morning rose. 
With virgin step, and bashful hand, 
She held the kerchief's snowy band ; 
The gallant bridegroom, by her side, 
Beheld his prize with victor's pride. 
And the glad mother in her ear 
Was closely whispering word of cheer. 

XXL 
Who meets them at the churchyard gate ? 
The messenger of fear and fate ! 
Haste in bis hurried accent lies, 
And grief is swimming in his eyes. 
All dripping from the recent flood, 
Panting and travel soiled he stood, 
The fatal sign of fire and sword 
Held forth, and spoke the appointed word ; 
" The mustering place b Lanrick mead ; 
Speed forth the signal ! Norman, speed !" — 
And must he change so soon the hand, 
Just linked to his by holy band, 
For the fell Cross of blood and brand?. 
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And must the day, so blithe that ipse, 
And promised rapture in the close, 
Before its setting hoar, divide 
The bridegroom from the plighted bride ? 
O fatal doom ! — it must ! it must ! 
Clan-Alpine's cause, her Chieftain's trust. 
Her summons dread brooks no delay ; 
Stretch to the race — away! away! 

XXII. 

Yet slow he laid his plaid aside, 
And lingering, eyed his lovely bride, 
Until he saw the starting tear 
Speak wo he might not stop to cheer ; 
Then trusting not a second look, 
In haste he sped him up the brook, 
Nor backward glanced till on the heath 
Where Lubnaig's lake supplies the Teith. — ' 
What in the racer's bosom stirred ! — 
The sickening pang of hope deferred, 
And memory, with a torturing train 
Of all his morning visions vain. 
Mingled with love's impatience, came 
The manly thirst for martial fame : 
The stormy joy of mountaineers, 
Ere yet they rush upon the spears ; 
And zeal for clan and chieftain burning, 
And hope, from well-fought field returning, 
With war's red honours on his crest t 
To clasp his Mary to his breast. 
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Stang by such thoughts, o'er bank and brae, 
Like fire from flint he glanced away, 
While high resolve, and feeling strong. 
Burst into voluntary song. 

xxm. 

SONG. 
The heath this night must be my bed, 
The bracken* curtain for my head, 
My lullaby the warder's tread, 

Far, far from love and thee, Mary ; 
To-morrow eve, more stilly laid, 
My couch may be my bloody plaid, 
My vesper song, thy wail, sweet maid ! 

It will not waken me, Mary ! 
I may not, dare not, fancy now 
The grief that clouds thy lovely brow, 
I dare not think upon thy vow. 

And all it promised me, Mary, 
vjto fond regret must Norman know ; 
When burst Clan-Alpine on the foe, 
His heart most be like bended bow, 

His foot like arrow free, Mary. 
A time will come with feeling fraught ! 
For, if I fall in battle fought, 
Thy hapless lover's dying thought 

Shall be a thought on thee, Mary. 

* Bracken?— Fern. 
9 
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And if returned from conquered foes, 
How blithely will the evening close, 
How sweet the linnet sing repose, 

To my young bride and me, Mary ! 

XXIV. 

Not faster o'er thy heathery braes, 
Balquidder, speeds the midnight blaze. 
Rushing in conflagration strong, 
Thy deep ravines and dells along, 
Wrapping thy cliffs in purple glow, 
And reddening the dark lakes below ; 
Nor faster speeds it, nor so far, 
As o'er thy heaths the voice of war. 
The signal roused to martial coil 
The sullen margin of Loch-Voil, 
Waked still Loch-Doine, and to the source 
Alarmed, Balvaig, thy swampy course ; 
Thence southward turned its rapid road 
Adown Strath-Gartney's valley broad, 
Till rose in arms each man might claim 
A portion in Clan-Alpine's name ; 
From the gray sire, whose trembling hand 
Could hardly buckle on his brand, 
To the raw boy, whose shaft and bow 
Were yet scarce terror to the crow. 
Each valley, each sequestered glen, 
Mustered its little horde of men, 
That met as torrents from the height 
7ji Highland dale their streams wute, 
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Stfll gathering, as they pour along, 

A voice more loud, a tide more strong, 

Till at the rendezvous they stood 

By hundreds prompt for blows and blood ; 

Each trained to arms since life- began, 

Owning no tie but to his clan, 

No oath, but by his Chieftain's hand, 

No law, but Roderick Dhu's command. 

XXV. 

That summer morn had Roderick Dhu 
Surveyed the skirts of Ben-venue, 
And sent his scouts o'er hill and heath, 
To view the frontiers of Menteith. 
All backward came with news of truce ; 
Still lay each martial Graeme and Bruce, 
Id Rednock courts no horsemen wait, 
No banner waved on Cardross gate, 
On Duchray's towers no beacon shone, 
Nor scared the herons from Loch-Con ; 
All seemed at peace.— Now, wot ye why 
The Chieftain, with such anxious eye. 
Ere to the muster he repair, 
This western frontier scanned with care ? — 
In Ben-venae's most darksome cleft, 
A fair, though cruel, pledge was left ; 
For Douglas, to his promise true, 
That morning from the isle withdrew, 
And in a deep sequestered dell 
Bad sought « low and lonely cell* 



100 LADY OF THE LAKE. Caul 

By many a bard, in Celtic tongue, 
Has Coir-nan-Uriskin been sung ; 
A softer name the Saxons gave, 
And called the grot the Goblin-cave. 

« 

XXVI. 

It was a wild and strange retreat, 
As e'er was trod by outlaw's feet 
The dell upon the mountain's crest 
Yawned like a gash on warrior's breast ; 
Its trench had stayed full many a rock. 
Hurled by primeval earthquake shock 
From Ben-venue's gray summit wild, 
And here, in random ruin piled, 
They frowned incumbent o'er the spot, 
And formed the rugged sylvan grot. 
The oak and birch, with mingled shade, 
At noontide there a twilight made, 
Unless when short and sudden shone 
Some straggling beam on cliff or stone, 
With such a glimpse as prophet's eye 
Gains on thy depth, Futurity. 
No murmur waked the solemn still, 
Save tinkling of a fountain rill ; 
But when the wind chafed with the lake, 
A sullen sound would upward break, 
With dashing hollow voice, that spoke 
The incessant war of wave and rock. 
Suspended cliffs, with hideous sway, 
Seemed nodding o'er the. csw&iu jgcttf. 
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From such a den the wolf had sprang, 
In sach the wild-cat leaves her young : 
Yet Douglas and his daughter fair, 
Sought, for a space, their safety there. 
Gray Superstition's whisper dread 
Debarred the spot to vulgar tread ; 
For there, she said, did fays resort, 
And satyrs* hold their sylvan court, 
By moonlight tread their mystic maze. 
And blast the rash beholder's gaze. 

XXVII. 
Now eve, with western shadows long, 
Floated on Katrine bright and strong, 
When Roderick, with a chosen few, 
Repassed the heights of Ben-venue. 
Above the Goblin-cave they go, 
Through the wild pass of Beal-nam-Bo ; 
The prompt retainers speed before, 
To launch the shallop from the shore, 
For cross Loch-Katrine lies his way 
To view the passes of Achray, 
And place his clansmen in array. 
Yet lags the Chief in musing mind, 
Unwonted sight, his men behind. 
A single page, to bear his sword, 
Alone attended on his lord ; 

* The Uritky or Highland satyr. Ste nate. , 
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To virw ifcea* front Ike awghhoTiag height, 
•r i3<e ^w-gervaM saabeun^s light ; 
Tor $&*a£th and statare. from the dan 



Aseea atar ■ajht well he seen, 
Br tWir mad step and martial 
TMr feathers dance, their tartans float, 
Their fcaneets gieam, as by the boat 
A waVi and warlike groap they stand. 
That well became such mountain strand. 
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Chief, with step reluctant still, 
Was lingering on the craggy hill, 
Hard by wh am tamed apart the road 
To Douglass obscure abode. 
It was but with that dawning mom 
That Roderick Don had proudly sworn. 
To drown his love in wars wild roar, 
Nor think of Ellen Douglas more ; 
But he who stems a stream with sand, 
And fetters flame with flaxen band, 
Has yet a harder task to prove — 
By firm resolve to conquer love ! 
Eve finds the chief, like restless ghost, 
Still hovering near bis treasure lost ; 
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For though his haughty heart deny 
A parting meeting to his eye, 
Still fondly strains his anxious ear, 
The accents of her voice to hear. 
And inly did he curse the breeze 
That waked to sound the rustling trees. 
But, hark ! what mingles in the strain ? 
It is the harp of Allan-Bane, 
That wakes its measures slow and high, 
Attuned to sacred minstrelsy. 
What melting voice attends the strings? 
Tis Ellen, or an angel, sings. 

XXIX. 
HYMN TO THE VIRGIN. 
Ave Maria! maiden mild! 

Listen to a maiden's prayer ; 
Thou canst hear though from the wild ; 

Thou canst save amid despair. 
Safe may we sleep beneath thy care, 

Though banished, outcast, and reviled— 
Maiden ! hear a maiden's prayer ; 
Mother, hear a suppliant child ! 

Jhe Maria! 



I 



Avt Maria! undefiled! 

The flinty couch we now must share, 
Shall seem with down of eider piled, 

U thy protection hover there. 
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The murky cavern's heavy air 

Shall breathe of balm if thou hast smiled; 
Then; Maiden ! hear a maiden's prayer, 

Mother, list a suppliant child ! 

Ave Maria! 

Ave Maria! Stainless styled ! 

Foul daemons of the earth and air. 
From this their wonted haunt exiled, 

Shall flee before thy presence fair. 
We bow us to our lot of care, 

Beneath thy guidance reconciled ; 
Hear for a maid a maiden's prayer, 

And for a father hear a child ! 

Avt Maria! 

XXX. 

Died on the harp the closing hymn — 
Unmoved in attitude and limb, 
As listening still, Clan-Alpine's lord 
Stood leaning on his heavy sword, 
Until the page, with humble sign, 
Twice pointed to the sun's decline ; 
Then, while his plaid he round him cast, 
" It is the last time— 'tis the last,"— 
: He muttered thrice, — " the last time e'er 
That angel-voice shall Roderick hear!" 
It was a goading thought — his stride 
Hied hastier down the mountain side; 
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Sullen he flung him in the boat, 
And instant cross the lake it shot. 
They landed in that silvery bay, 
And eastward held their hasty way, 
Till, with the latest beams of light, 
The band arrived on Lanrick height, 
Where mustered in the vale below, 
Clan-Alpine's men in martial show. 

XXXI. 
A various scene the clansmen made, 
Some sate, some stood, some slowly strayed ; 
Bat most, with mantles folded round, 
Were couched to rest upon the ground, 
Scarce to be known by curious eye, 
From the deep heather where they lie ; 
So well was matched the tartan screen 
With heath-bell dark and brackens green; 
Unless where, here and there, a blade, 
Or lance's point, a glimmer made, 
Like glow-worm twinkling through the shade. 
But, when, advancing through the gloom, 
They saw the Chieftain's eagle plume, 
Their shout of welcome, shrill and wide, 
Shook the steep mountain's steady side. 
Thrice it arose, and lake and fell 
Three times returned the martial yell. 
It died upon Bochastle's plain, 
And Silence churned her evening reign. 

END OF CANTO THIRD. 
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CANTO FOURTH. 



THE PROPHECY. 



I. 

S rote is fairest when lis budding new, 

I hope is brightest when it dawns from fears } 

see is sweetest washed with morning dew, 

i lore is loveliest when embalmed in tears. 

ling rose, whom fancy thus endears, 

d your blossoms in my bonnet wave, 

em of hope and love through future years !** 

is spoke young Norman, heir of Ardmandare, 

; time the sun arose on Vennachar's broad wave* 

n. 

h fond conceit, half said, half sung, 
e prompted to the bridegroom's tongue; 
while he stripped the wild-rose spray, 
ax and bow beside him lay, 
on a pass 'twixt lake and wood, 
tkefal sentinel he stood. 

10 
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Hark !— on the rock a footstep rung, 
And instant to his arms he sprung. 
" Stand, or thou diest ! — What, Malise ! — so 
Art thou returned from Braes of Doune, 
By thy keen step and glance I know, 
Thou bring'st us tidings of the foe." — 
(For while theJFiery Cross hied on, 
On distant scout had Malise gone.) 
" Where sleeps the Chief?" the hench-man 
" Apart, in yonder misty glade ; 
To his lone couch I'll be your guide/* — 
Then called a slamberer by his side, 
- And stirred him with his slackened bow — 
" Up, up, Glentarkin ! rouse thee, ho ! 
We seek the chieftain ; on the track, 
Keep eagle watch till I come back." 

III. 

Together up the pass they sped : 

" What of the foeman ?" Norman said.— 

" Varying reports from near and far ; 

This certain — that a band of war 

Has for two days been ready boune, 

At prompt command, to march from Dount 

King James the while, with princely power 

Holds revelry in Stirling towers. 

Soon will this dark and gathering cloud 

Speak on our glens in thunder loud. 

Inured to bide such bitter bout, 

The warrior'* plaid may beat YlovxV, 
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But, Norman, how wilt thou provide 

A shelter for thy bonny bride ?"— 

" What ! know ye not that Roderick's care 

To the lone isle hath caused repair 

Each maid and matron of the clan, 

And every child and aged man 

Unfit for arms ? and given his charge. 

Nor skiff, nor shallop, boat nor barge 

Upon these lakes shall float at large, 

But all beside the islet moor, 

That such dear pledge may rest secure ?"-<- 

IV. 
" Tis well advised— the Chieftain's plan 
■ Bespeaks the father of his clan. 

But wherefore sleeps Sir Roderick Dhu 

Apart from all his followers true ?" — 

" It is, because last evening tide 

Brian an augury hath tried, 

Of that dread kind which must not be 

Unless in dread extremity, 

The Taghairm called ; by which, afar. 

Oar sires foresaw the events of war. 

Duicraggan's milk-white bull they slew,"— 

MALISE. 
" Ah, well the gallant brute I knew! 
The choicest of the prey we had, # 
When swept our merry-men Gallaagaft, 
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His hide wu mow, lib horns were dark, 
His red eye glowed like fiery spark ; 
So fierce, so tameless, and so Beet, 
Sore did he cumber our retreat, 
And kept oar stoutest kearnea in awe. 
E'en at toe pais of Beal 'maha. 
Bui steep and flinty was the road, 
And sharp the hurrying pikeman's goad, 
And when we came to Dennans' Bow, 
A chilrt might scatheless stroke his brow." 



NORMAN. 
" That bull was slain : his reeking bide 
They stretched the cataract beside, 
Whose waters their wild tumult toss 
Adown the black and craggy boss 
Of that huge ens', whose ample verge 
Tradition calls the Hero's Targe. 
Couched on a shelve beneath its brink, 
Close where the thundering torrents sink, 
Rocking beneath their headlong sway. 
And drizzled by the ceaseless spray, 
Midst groan of rock, and roar of Stream, 
The wizard waits prophetic dream. 
Nor distant rests the Chief: — but hush! 
See, gliding slow through mist and bush, 
The hermit gains yon rock and stands 
To gage upon our slumbering oanis. 
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Seems be not, Malise, like a ghost, 

That hovers o'er a slaughtered host ? 

Or raven on the blasted oak, 

That, watching while the deer is broke,* 

His morsel claims with sullen croak ?"— 

— " Peace ! peace ! to other than to me, 

Thy words were evil augury; 

But still I hold Sir Roderick's blade 

Clan- Alpine's omen and her aid, 

Not aught that, gleaned from heaven or hell, 

Yon fiend-begotten monk can tell. 

The Chieftain joins him, see — and now, 

Together they descend the brow." — 

VI. 
And, as they came, with Alpine's Lord 
The Hermit monk held solemcT word: 
" Roderick ! it is a fearful strife, 
For man endowed with mortal life, 
Whose shroud of sentient clay can still 
Feel feverish pang and fainting chill, 
Whose eye can stare in stony trance, 
Whose hair can rouse like warrior's lance,— 
Tis hard for such to view unfurled, 
The curtain of the future world. 
Yet, witness every quaking limb, 
My sunken pulse, mine eyeballs dim, 



* Quartered. Bee Hole. 
lf>* 



4 



If4 LADY OF THE LAKE. Cant* 

My soul with harrowing anguish torn, - 
This for my chieftain have I borne ! — 
The shapes that sought my fearful couch, 
A human tongue may ne'er avouch ; 
No mortal man — save he, who, bred 
Between the living and the dead, 
Is gifted beyond nature's law,— 
Had e'er survived to say he saw. 
At length the fatal answer came, 
In characters of living flame ! 
Not spoke in word nor blazed in scroll, 
But borne and branded on my soul ; — 
Which spills the foremost foeman's life } 
Thai party conquers in the strife," 

VII. 
" Thanks, Brian, for thy zeal and care ! 
Good is thine augury, and fair. 
Clan- Alpine ne'er in battle stood, 
But first our broadswords tasted blood. 
A surer victim still I know, 
Self-offered to the auspicious blow: 
A spy hath sought my land this morn, 
No eve shall witness his return ! 
My followers guard each pass's mouth, 
To east, to westward and to south ; 
Red Murdoch, bribed to be his guide, 
Has charge to lead his steps aside, 
Till in deep path or dragte tawna, 
He light on those ahaUbrro^Y&a towm.— • 
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je, who comes his news to show ( 
e ! what tidings of the foe ?" 



VIII. 
Doune, o'er many a spear and glaive) 
barons proud their banners wave, 
the Moray's silver star, 
narked the sable pale of Mar." — 
Alpine's soul high tidings those ! 
$ to hear of worthy foes. 
1 move they on ?" — " To-morrow's noon 
see them here for battle boune." — 
sn shall it see a meeting stern ! 
or the place — say, couldst thou learn 
ht of the friendly clans of Earn ? 
igthened by them we well might bide 
>attle on Benledi's side. — 
couldst not ? — well ! Clan- Alpine's men 
man the Trosach's shaggy glen ; 
in Loch-Katrine's gorge we'll fight, 
i our maids' and matrons' bight, 
for his hearth and household fire, 
sr for child, and son for sire, 
r for maid beloved ! — but why-r 
he breeze affects mine eye ? 
Mt thou come, ill-omened tear ! 
ftsanger of doubt or fear ? 
sooner may the Saion lance 
Benledi from his stance, 
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Since this rude race dare not abide 
The peril on the main land side, 
Shall not thy noble father's care 
Some safe retreat for thee prepare ?"— 

X. 
ELLEN. 
" No, Allan, no ! Pretext so kind 
My wakeful terrors could not blind. 
When in such tender tone, yet grave, 
Douglas a parting blessing gave, 
The tear that glistened in his eye 
Drowned not his purpose fixed and high. 
My soul, though feminine and weak, 
Can image his ; e'en as the lake. 
Itself disturbed by slightest stroke. 
Reflects the invulnerable rock. 
He hears report of battle rife, 
He deems himself the cause of strife, 
I saw him redden, when the theme 
Turned, Allan, on thine idle dream, 
Of Malcolm Graeme in fetters bound, 
Which I, thou saidst, about him wound. 
Think'st thou he trowed thine omen aught? 
Oh no ! 'twas apprehensive thought 
For the kind youth — for Roderick too— 
(Let me be just) that friend so true ; 
la danger both, and in our cause ! 
Minstrel, the Douglas dare not pause.. 
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Why else that solemn warning given, 
' If not on earth, w« meet in heaven ?' 
Why else, to Cambus-kenneth's fane, 
If eve return him not again, 
Am I to hie and make me known ? 
Alas ! he goes to Scotland's throne, 
Buys his friends' safety with his own ;— 
He goes to do— what I had done, 
Had Douglas* daughter been his son !" 

XL 

" Nay, lovely Ellen ! — dearest, nay ! 
If aught should his return delay, 
He only named yon holy fane 
As fitting place to meet again. 
Be sure he's safe j and for the Graeme, 
Heaven's blessing on his gallant name ! 
My visioned sight may yet prove true, 
Nor bode of ill to him or you. 
When did my gifted dream beguile ? 
Think of the stranger at the isle, 
And think upon the harpings slow, 
That presaged this approaching wo ! 
Sooth was my prophecy of fear ; 
Believe it when it augurs cheer. 
Would we had left this dismal spot ! 
Ill luck still haunts a fairy grot. 
Of such a wondrous tale I know— 
Dear lady, change that look of wo ! 
My harp was Wont ttoy %rveiVo tW*:* 
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ELLEN. 
" Well, be it as thou wilt ; I hear, 
But cannot stop the bursting tear." — 
The Minstrel tried his simple art, 
But distant far was Ellen's heart. 

XII. 

BALLAD. 

ALICE BRAND. 

Merry it is in the good green wood, 
When the mavis* and inerlet are singing, 

When the deer sweeps by, and the hounds are 
id cry, 
And the hunter's horn is ringing. 

" Alice Brand, my native land 

Is lost for love of you ; 
And we must hold by wood and wold. 

As outlaws wont to do. 

M Alice, 'twas all for thy locks so bright, 
And 'twas all for thine eyes so blue, 

That on the night of our luckless flight, 
Tby brother bold I slew. 

" Now must I teach to hew the beech, 

The hand that held the glaive, 
for leaves to spread our lowly bed, 

And stakes to fence our cave, 

* TbfaOu f Blackbird. 
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Like wind in the porch of a ruined churchy 
His voice was ghostly shrill. 

" Why sounds yon stroke on beech and oak, 

Our moonlight circle's screen ? 
Or who comes here to chase the deer, 

Beloved of our Elfin queen ? 
Or who may dare on wold to wear 

The fairies' fatal green ? 

u Up, Urgan, up ! to yon mortal hie, 

For thou wert christened man; 
For cross or sign thou wilt not fly, 

For muttered word or ban. 

" Lay on him the curse of the withered heart, 

The curse of the sleepless eye ; 
Till he wish and pray that his life would part, 

Nor yet find leave to die."— 

XIV. 
BALLAD CONTINUED. 
Tit merry, 'tis merry, in good green wood. 

Though the birds have stilled their singing ; 
The evening blaze doth Alice raise, 
And Richard is faggots bringing. 

Up Urgan starts, that hideous dwarf, 
Before Lord Richard stands, 

11 
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" And gayly shines the Fairy land- 
But all it glistening show, 

Like the idle gleam that December's beam 
Can dart on ice and snow. 

u And fading, like that varied gleam. 

Is our inconstant shape, 
Who now like knight and lady seem, 

And now like dwarf and ape. 

# 

" It was between the night and day, 

When the Fairy King has power, 
That I sunk down in a sinful fray, 
And, 'twiit life and death, was snatched away, 

To the joyless Elfin bower. 

" But wist I of a woman bold, 

Who thrice my brow durst sign, 
I Bight regain my mortal mold, 

As fair a form as thine."— 

She crossed him once, she crossed him twice— 

That lady was so brave : 
The fouler grew his goblin hue, 

The darker grew the cave. 

8he crossed him thrice, that lady bolds 

He rose beneath her hand 
The mirast knight on Scottish mold, 

BwknHher,EthertBr*ndl 
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Merry it is in the good green woody 
When the mavis and merle are singing, 

Bat merrier were they in Dunfermline gn 
When all the bells were ringing. 

XVI. 
Just as the minstrel sounds were staid, 
A stranger climbed the steepy glade ; 
His martial step, his stately mien, 
His hunting suit of Lincoln green, 
His eagle glance, remembrance claims — 
'Tis Snowdoun's knight, 'tis James Fitz-J 
Ellen beheld as in a dream, 
Then starting, scarce suppressed a scream 
« O stranger! in such hour of fear, 
What evil hap has brought thee here ?" — 
« An evil hap, how can it be, 
That bids me look again on thee ? 
By promise bound, my former guide 
Met me betimes this morning tide, 
And marshalled over bank and bourne, 
The happy path of my return." — 
" The happy path ! — what ! said he nough 
Of war, of battle to be fought, 
Of guarded pass?" — " No, by my faith ! 
Nor saw I aught could augur scathe." — 
" O haste thee, Allan, to the kerne, — 
Yonder his tartans I discern, — 
Learn thou his purpose, and conjure 
Thmt he will guide the stranger wneA— 
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t prompted thee, unhappy man? 
meanest serf in Roderick's clan 
Dot been bribed by love or fear, 
town to him, to guide thee here."— 

xvn. 

reet Ellen, dear my life must be, 
e it is worthy care from thee ; 
ife I hold but idle breath, 
n love or honour's weighed ■with death, 
i let me profit by my chance, 
speak my purpose bold at once, 
ne to bear thee from a wild, 
ire ne'er before such blossom smiled ; 
his soft hand to lead thee far 
n frantic scenes of feud tfnd war. 
r Bochastle my horses wait; 
y bear us soon to Stirling gate. 
>lace thee in a lovely bower, 
juard thee like a tender flower,** — 
! hush, Sir Knight! 'twere female art, 
iay I do not read thy heart ; 
much, before, my selfish ear 
i idly soothed my praise to hear. 
t fatal bait hath lured thee back, 
leathful hour, o'er dangerous track; 
I how, O how, can I atone 
i wreck my vanity brought on !— - 
; way remains— I'll tell him all— 
' straggling bosom, forth it %\a\\\ 

11* 
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Thou, whote light folly bean the Mama, 
Buy thine own pardon with thy thane ! 
But first — my father ig a man 
Outlawed and exited, under ban ; 
The price of blood is on his head, 
With me 'twere infamy to wed.-— 
Still wouldst thou speak ? — then hear the tn 
Fitx-James, there is a noble youth,— 
If yet he is !— exposed for me 
And mine to dread extremity. 
Thou hast the secret of my heart ; 
Forgive, be generous, and depart"— 

XVIII. 

Fitz-James knew every wily train 

A lady's fickle heart to gain, 

But here he knew and felt them vain* 

There shot no glance from Ellen's eye, 

To give her steadfast speech the lie ; 

In maiden confidence she stood, 

Though mantled in her cheek the blood, 

And told her love with such a sigh 

Of deep and hopeless agony, 

As death had sealed her Malcolm's doom, 

And she sat sorrowing on his tomb. 

Hope vanished from Fits-James's eye, 

But not with hope fled sympathy. 

He proffered to attend her side, 

As brother would a sister guide—- 
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» O ! little know'st thoa Roderick's heart ! 

Safer for both we go apart 

baste thee, and from Allan learn. 

If thoa may'st trust yon wily kerne."— 

With hand upon his forehead laid, 

The conflict of his mind to shade, 

A parting step or two he made ; 

Then, as some thought had crossed his brain, 

He paused, and turned, and came again. 

XIX. 
" Hear, lady, yet, a parting word !— 
It chanced in fight that my poor sword 
Preserved the life of Scotland's lord. 
This ring the grateful monarch gave. 
And bade, when I had boon to crave, 
To bring it back, and boldly claim 
The recompense that I would name. 
Ellen, I am no courtly lord, 
But one who lives by lance and sword, 
Whose castle it his helm and shield, 
His lordship, the embattled field. 
What from a prince can I demand, 
Who neither reck of state nor land? 
Ellen, thy hand — the ring is thine ; 
Each guard and usher knows the sign. 
Seek thou the king without delay. 
This signet shall secure thy way ; 
And claim thy suit, whatever it be, 
J 'ransom of his pledge to me."— 
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He placed the golden circle on, 

Paused — kissed her hand— and then wat gone 

The aged minstrel stood aghast, 

So hastily Fits-James shot past 

He joined his guide, and wending down 

The ridges of the mountain brown, 

Across the stream they took their way, 

That joins Loch-Katrine to Achray. 

XX. 

All in the Trosacb's glen was still, 
Noontide was sleeping on the hill : 
Sudden his guide whooped loud and high— 
<" Murdoch, was that a signal cry?" 
He stammered forth) — " I shout to scare 
Yon raven from his dainty fare." 
He looked — he knew the raven's prey, 
His own brave steed j — " Ah ! gallant gray I 
For thee — for me perchance — 'twere well 
Had we ne'er seen the Trosach's dell.— 
Murdoch, move first — but silently ; 
Whistle or whoop and thou shalt die.'*— 
Jealous and sullen on they fared, 
Each silent, each upon his guard. 

XXI. 
Now wound the path its dissy ledge 
Around a precipice's edge ; 
Whenlo! a wasted female form, 
Blighted by wrath of sun and ftotm, 
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la tattered weeds and wild array, 
Blood on a cliff beside the way. 
And glancing round her restless eye, 
Upon the wood, the rock, the sky, 
Seemed nought to mark, yet all to spy. 
Her brow was wreathed with gaudy broom; 
With gesture wild she waved a plume 
Of feathers, which the eagles fling 
To crag and cliff from dusky wing ; 
Such spoils her. desperate step had sought, 
Where scarce was footing for the goat. 
The tartan plaid she first descried, 
And shrieked, till all the rocks replied ; 
As loud she laughed when near they drew, 
For then the lowland garb she knew ; 
And then her hands she wildly wrung, 
And then she wept, and then she sung.— 
She sung !— the voice, in better time, 
Perchance to harp or lute might chime ; 
And now, though strained and roughened, still 
Rang wildly sweet to dale and hill. 

XX1L 
SONG, 
rhey bid me sleep, they bid me pray, 

They say my brain is warped and wrung — 
I cannot sleep on highland brae, 

I cannot pray in highland tongue. 
But were 1 now where Allan glides, 
If heard my native Devaa's tides, 
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80 sweetly would I rest and '{way ' 

That Heaven would close my wintery day ! 

'Twas thus my hair they bade me braid, 

They bade me to the church repair ; 
It was my bridal morn, they said, 

And my true love would meet me there. 
But wo betide the cruel guile. 
That drowned in blood the morning smile i 
And wo betide the fairy dream! . ■ . 

I only waked to sob and scream. 

XXIII. 
" Who is this maid ? what means her lay ; 
She hovers o'er the hollow way, 
And flutters wide her mantle gray, 
As the lone heron spreads his wing, 
By twilight o'er a haunted spring." 
" Tis Blanche of Devan," Murdoch said, 
" A crazed and captive lowland maid, 
Ta'en on the morn she was a bride, 
When Roderick forayed Devan-side. 
The gay bridegroom resistance made, 
And felt our chief's unconquered blade. 

I marvel she is now at large, 

But oft she 'scapes from Maudlin's charge. — 
Hence, brain-sick fool I" — He raised his bow ; 

II Now, if thou strik'st her but one blow, 

III pitch thee from the cliff as far 
As ever peasant pitched a bar." 
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M Thanks, champion, thanks !" the Maniac cried, 

And pressed her to Fite-James's side. 

" See the gray penons I prepare, 

To seek my true-love through the air ! 

I will not lend that savage groom, 

To break his fall, one downy plume ; 

No !— deep amid disjointed stones. 

The wolves shall batten on his bones, 

And then shall his detested plaid, 

By bush and brier in mid air staid, 

Wave forth a banner fair and free, 

Meet signal for their revelry."— 

XXIV. 
M Hush thee, poor maiden, and be still !" — 
"O ! thou look'st kindly, and 1 will.— 
Mine eye has dried and wasted been, 
But still it loves the Lincoln green ; 
And though mine ear is all unstrung, 
Still, still it loves the lowland tongue. 
For O my sweet William was forester true, 

He stole poor Blanche's heart away ! 
His coat it was all of the green wood hue, 

And so blithely he trilled the lowland lay ! 

It was not that I meant to tell- 
But thou art wise, and guessest well."—* 
Then, in a low and broken tone, 
And hurried note, the song went on, 
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Still on the Clansman, fearfully, 
She fixed her apprehensive eye ; 
Then turned it on the Knight, and then 
Her look glanced wildly o'er the glen. 

XXV. 

The toils are pitched} and the stakes are set, 

Ever sing merrily, merrily ; 
The bows they bend, and the knives they wl 

Hunters live so cheerily. 

It was a stag, a stag of ten,* 

Bearing his branches sturdily ; 
He came stately down the glen, 

Ever sing hardily, hardily. 

It was there he met with a wounded doe, 

She was bleeding deathfully ; 
She warned him of the toils below, 

O so faithfully, faithfully ! 

He had an eye, and he could heed, 

Ever sing warily, warily ; 
He had a foot, and he could speed — 

Hunters watch so narrowly. 

XXVI. 

Fife-James's mind was passion-tossed, 
When Ellen's hints and fears were lost ; 

* Having ten branches ou\Aa wv\\er*. 
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f urdoch's shout suspicion wrought, 
Blanche's song conviction brought— 
Ike a stag that spies the snare, 
ion of the hunt aware, 
wed at once his blade on high, 
close thy treachery, or die !" — 
i at full speed the Clansman flew, 
n his race his bow he drew, 
thaft just grazed Fits-James's crest, 
thrilled in Blanche's faded breast.— 
loch of Alpine ! prove thy speed, 
le'er had Alpine's son such need ! 
heart of fire, and foot of wind, 
fierce avenger is behind ! 
judges of the rapid strife — 
forfeit, death — the prize is life ! 
kindred ambush lies before, 
» couched upon the heathery moor ; 
a could'st thou reach ! — it may not be— 
e ambushed kin thou ne'er shalt sec, 
fiery Saxon gains on thee ! 
ttless speeds the deadly thrust, 
ghtning strikes the pine to dust ; 
foot and hand Fitz-James must strain, 
lie can win his blade again, 
o'er the fallen, with falcon eye, 
rimly smiled to see him die ; 
t slower wended back his way; 
re the poor maiden bleeding lay. 
12 
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xxvn. 

She sate beneath the birchen tree, 
Her elbow resting on her knee ; 
She had withdrawn the fatal shaft. 
And gazed on it, and feebly laughed ; 
Her wreath of broom and feathers gray, 
Daggled with blood, beside her lay. 
The Knight to stanch the life-stream tried, 
" Stranger, it is in vain 1" she cried. 
" This hour of death has given me mora 
Of reason's power than years before ; 
For, as these ebbing veins decay, 
My frenzied visions fade away. 
A helpless injured wretch I die, 
And something tells me in thine eye, 
That thou wert mine avenger born. — 
Seest thou this tress ?— O ! still I've worn 
This little tress of yellow hair, 
Through danger, frenzy, and despair ! 
It once was bright and clear as thine, 
But blood and tears have dimmed its shine. 
I will not tell thee when twas shred, * 
Nor from what guiltless victim's head— 
My brain would turn ! — but it shall wave 
Like plumage on thy helmet brave, 
Till sun and wind shall bleach the stain, 
And thou wilt bring it me again.— 
I waver still ! — O God ! more bright 
Let Reasou beam her parting light 1— 
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! by the knighthood's honoured sign, 
And for thy life preserved by mine, 
When thou snalt see a darksome man. 
Who boasts him chief of Alpine's clan, 
With tartans broad and shadowy plume. 
And hand of blood and brow of gloom, 
Be thy heart bold, thy weapon strong, 
And wreak poor Blanche of Devan's wrong ! 
They watch for thee by pass and fell- 
Avoid the path— O God !— farewell." 

xxvin. 

A kindly heart bad brave Fite-James ; 
Fast poured his eye at pity's claims, 
And now, with mingled grief and ire, 
He saw the murdered maid expire. 
« God, in my need, be my relief, 
As I wreak this on yonder Chief !" 
A lock from Blanche's tresses fan- 
He blended with her bridegroom's hair ; 
The mingled braid in blood he died, 
And placed it on his bonnet side : 
" By Him whose word is truth I I swear, 
No other favour will I wear, 
Till this sad token I embrue 
In the best blood of Roderick Dhu :— 
Bat hark! what means yon faint halloo 2 
The chase u up— but they shall know, 
The stag at bay's a dangerous foe."— 
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Barred from the known bat guarded way, 
Through copse and cliffs Fits-James must stn 
And oft must change his desperate track, 
By stream and precipice turned back. 
Heartless, fatigued, and faint, at length, 
From lack of food and loss of strength, 
He couched him in a thicket hoar, 
* And thought his toils and perils o'er j— 
" Of all my rash adventures past, 
This frantic feat will prove the last ! 
Who e'er so mad but might have guessed, 
That all this highland hornet's nest 
Would muster up in swarms so soon 
As e'er they heard of bands at Doune ? 
Like bloodhounds now they search me out r 
Hark, to the whistle and the shout ! 
If farther through the wilds I go, 
I only fall upon the foe ; 
I'll couch me here till evening gray, 
Then darkling try my dangerous way."— 

XXIX. 
The shades of eve come slowly down, 
The woods are wrapped in deeper brown. 
The owl awakens from her dell, 
The fox is heard upon the fell ; 
Enough remains of glimmering light 
To guide the wanderer's steps aright, 
Yet not enough from far to show 
Hft Bgure to the watcbM toe. 
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With cautions step, and ear awake. 

He climbs the crag and treads the brake ; 

And not the summer solstice, there, 

Tempered the midnight mountain air. 

But every breeze, that swept the wold, 

Benumbed his drenched limbs with cold. 

In dread, in danger, and alone, 

Famished and chilled, through ways unknown,' 

Tangled and steep, he journeyed on ; 

Till, as a rock's huge point he turned, 

A watch-fire close before him burned. 

XXX. 

Beside its embers red and clear, 

Basked, in his plaid, a mountaineer ; 

And up he sprung with sword in hand, — 

" Thy name and purpose ! Saxon, stand !" 

u A stranger." — u What dost thou require ?" — 

" Resi and a guide, and food and fire. 

My life's beset, my path is lost, 

The gale has chilled my limbs with frost." — 

« Art thou a friend to Roderick ?"— " No."— 

" Thou darest not call thyself a foe ?" — 

" I dare 1 to him and all the band 

He brings to aid his murderous hand." — 

M Bold words ! — but, though the beast of game 

The privilege of chase may claim, 

Though space and law the stag we lend, 

Ere hound we slip, or bow we bend, 



12' 
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Who ever recked, where, how, or when, 

The prowling fox was trapped or slain ! 

Thus treacherous scouts — yet sure they lie, 

Who say thou earnest a secret spy !" — 

" They do, by heaven ! — Come Roderick Dhu, 

And of his clan the boldest two, 

And let me but till morning rest, 

I write the falsehood on their crest."— 

" If by the blaze I mark aright, 

Thou bearest the belt and spur of Knight." 

" Then, by these tokens may'st thou know, 

Each proud oppressor's mortal foe." 

« Enough, enough ; sit down and share 

A soldier's couch, a soldier's fare." — 

XXXI. 

He gave him of his highland cheer, 
The hardened flesh of mountain deer; 
Dry fuel on the fire he laid, 
And bade the Saxon share his plaid ; 
He tended him like welcome guest, 
Then thus his further speech addressed: 
" Stranger, 1 am to Roderick Dhu 
A clansman born, a kinsman true ; 
Each word against his honour spoke 
Demands of me avenging stroke ; 
Yet more — upon thy fate, 'tis said, 
A mighty augury is laid. 
It rests with me to wind my horn, — 
Thou art with numbers ovetbonvc •, 
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It rests with me, here, brand to brandy 

Worn as thou art, to bid thee stand ; 

But, nor for elan, nor kindred's cause. 

Will I depart from honour's laws : 

To assail a wearied man were shame, 

And stranger is a holy name ; 

Guidance and rest, and food and fire, 

In vain he never must require. 

Then rest thee here till dawn of day ; 

Myself will guide thee on the way, 

O'er stock and stone, through watch and ward, 

Till past Clan-Alpine's outmost guard, 

Is far as Coilantogle's ford ; 

From thence thy warrant is thy sword." 

"I take thy courtesy, by Heaven, 

Is freely as 'tis nobly given !" — 

" Well, rest thee ; for the bittern's cry 

Sings os the lake's wild lullaby." — 

With mat be shook the gathered heath, 

And spread his plaid upon the wreath ; 

And the brave foemen, side by side, 

Lay peaceful down like brothers tried, 

And slept until the dawning beam 

Purpled the mountain and the stream. 
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FAIR at the earliest beam of eastern light, 

When first by the bewildered pilgrim spied, 
It smiles upon the dreary brow of night, 

And sihrers o'er the torrent's foaming tide, 
And lights the fearful path on mountain side; 

Fair as that beam, although the fairest for, 
Ohiag to horror grace, to danger pride, 

Shine martial Faith, and Courtesy's bright star, 
Through all the wreckful storms that cloud the brow af 
War. 

n. 

That early beam, so fair and sheen, 
Was twinkling through the hazel screen, 
When, rousing at its glimmer red, 
The warriors left their lowly bed, 
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Looked out upon the dappled sky, 
Muttered their soldier matins by, 
And then awaked their fire, to steal, 
As short and rude, their soldier meal. 
That o'er, the Gael* around him threw 
His graceful plaid of varied hue, 
And, true to promise, led the way, 
By thicket green and mountain gray. 
A wildering path ! — they winded now 
Along the precipice's brow, 
Commanding the rich scenes beneath, 
The windings of the Forth and Teith, 
And all the vales between that lie, 
Till Stirling's turrets melt in sky ; 
Then, sunk in copse, their farthest glance 
Gained not the length of horseman's lance. 
'Twas oft so steep, the foot was fain 
Assistance from the hand to gain ; 
So tangled oft, that, bursting through, 
Each hawthorn shed her showers of dew* 
That diamond dew, so pure and clear, 
It rivals all but beauty's tear! 

nr. 

At length they came where, stern and steep! 
The hill sinks down upon the deep ; 



t - 



•The Scottish Highlander caU> himself Qmel, or GattI, 
terms the Xonrlanders, 5onen«c^ or Saxqns. 
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When here^ but three days since, I came, 
Bewildered in pursuit of game, 
All seemed as peaceful and as still 
As the mist slumbering on yon hill. 
Thy dangerous chief was then afar, 
Nor soon expected back from war. 
Thus said, at least, my mountain guide, 
Though deep, perchance, the villain lied."— - 
u Yet why a second venture try ?" — 
" A warrior thou, and ask me why !— 
Moves our free course by such fixed cause, 
As gives the poor mechanic laws ? 
Enough, I sought to drive away 
The lazy hours of peaceful day ; 
Slight cause will then suffice to guide 
A Knight's free footsteps far and wide — 
A falcon flown, a gray-hound strayed, 
The merry glance of mountain maid ; 
Or, if a path be dangerous known, 
The danger's self is lure alone."— 

V. 

" Thy secret keep, I urge thee not; — 
Yet, ere again ye sought this spot, 
Say, heard ye nought of lowland war, 
Against Clan- Alpine raised by Mar?" — 
" — No, by my word ; of bands prepared 
To guard King James's sports I beard; 

Nor doubt I aught, but when they hear 

This muster of the mountaineer, 
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Their pennons will abroad be flung* 
Which else in Doune had peaceful hung."— 
"Free be they flung ! — for we were loth 
Their silken folds should feast the moth, 
Free be they flung ! as free shall wave 
Clan- Alpine's pine in banner brave. 
Bat, stranger, peaceful since you came 
Bewildered in the mountain game, 
Whence the bold boast by which you show 
Vkb- Alpine's vowed and mortal foe ?"— 
"Warrior, but yester-morn, I knew 
Nought of thy Chieftain Roderick Dhu, 
Save as an exiled desperate man, 
The chief of a rebellious clan, 
Who, in the Regent's court and sight, 
With, ruffian-dagger stabbed a knight 
Yet this alone might from him part 
Sever each true and loyal heart."— 

VI. 

Wrathful at such arraignment foul, 
Bark lowered the clansman's sable scowl. 
A space he paused, then sternly said, 
11 And heardst thou why be drew his blade ? 
Heardst thou that shameful word and blow 
Brought Roderick's vengeance on his foe? 
What recked the Chieftain, if he stood 
On highland heath, or Holy Rood P 
He rights such wrong where it is given, 
If it were in the court of heaven." 



*48 LADY OF THE LAKE. Canto V. 

" Still was it outrage;-— yet, 'tis true, 
Not then claimed sovereignty his doe ; 
While Albany, with feeble hand, 
Held borrowed truncheon of command, 
The young King mewed in Stirling tower, 
Was stranger to respect and power. 
But then, thy Chieftain's robber life !— 
Winning mean prey by causeless strife. 
Wrenching from ruined lowland swain 
His herds and harvest reared in vain — 
Bfethinks a soul, like thine, should scorn 
The spoils from such foul foray borne." 

- vn. 

The Gael beheld him grim the while, 
And answered with disdainful smile— 
" Saxon, from yonder mountain high, 
I marked thee send delighted eye, 
Far to the south and east, where lay, 
Extended in succession gay, 
Deep waving fields and pastures green, 
With gentle slopes and groves between : — 
These fertile plains, that softened vale, 
Were once the birthright of the Gael; 
The stranger came with iron hand, 
And from our fathers reft the land. 
Where dwell we now! See rudely swell 
Crag over crag, and fell o'er fell. 
Ask we this savage hill we tread, 
For fattened steer or tavue\tf*a\x«i&\ 
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Ask we for flocks these shingles dry, 

And well the mountain might reply — 

1 To you, as to your sires of yore, 

Belong the target and claymore ! 

I give you shelter in my breast, 

Tour own good blades must. win the rest'— 

Pent in this fortress of the North, 

Think'st thou we will not sally forth, 

To spoil the spoiler as we may, 

And from the robber rend the prey ? 

Ay, by my soul S— While on yon plain 

The Saxon rears one shock of grain ; 

While, often thousand herds, there strays 

But one along yon river's maze— 

The Gael, of plain and river heir, 

Shall, with strong hand, redeem his share. 

W^ere live the mountain chiefs who hold 

That plundering lowland held and fold 

Is aught but retribution true? 

Seek other cause 'gainst Roderick Dho." 

VIU. 
Answered Fitz-James — " And, if I sought, 
Think'st thou no other could be brought? 
What deem ye of my path way-laid, 
My life given o'er the ambuscade?" — 
u As of a meed to rashness due ; 
lladst thou sent warning fair and true— 
I seek my hound, or falcon strayed, 
1 seek, good frith, a Highland maid ; 

13* 
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Free hadst thou been to come and go- 
Bat secret path marks secret foe. 
Nor yet, for this, e'en as a spy, 
Hadst thou, unheard, been doomed to die, 
Save to fulfil an augury/* — 
" Well, let it pass ; nor will I now 
Fresh cause of enmity avow, 
To chafe thy mood and cloud thy brow. 
Enough, I am by promise tied 
To match me with this man of pride : 
Twice have I sought Clan-Alpine's glen> 
In peace ; but, when I come agen, 
I come with banner, brand, and bow, 
As leader seeks his mortal foe. 
For love-lorn swain, in lady's bower, 
Ne'er panted for the appointed hour, 
As I, until before me stand 
This rebel Chieftain and his band." — 

IX. 

" Have, then, thy wish !" he whistled shrill, 
And he was answered from the hill ; 
Wild as the scream of the curlew, 
From crag to crag the signal flew. 
Instant, through copse and heath, arose 
Bonnets and spears, and bended bows ; 
On right, on left, above, below, 
Sprung up at once the lurking foe ; 
From shingles gray their lances start, 
The bracken-bush sen&a iox&tafc ta&i 
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The rashes and the willow-wand 
Are bristling into ax and brandy 
And every /tuft of broom gives life 
To plaided warrior armed for strife. 
That whistle garrisoned the glen 
At once with full five hundred men, 
As if the yawning hill to heaven 
A subterranean host had given. 
Watching their leader's beck and willy 
All silent there they stood, and still ; 
Like tha loose crags whose threatening mast- 
Lay tottering o'er the hollow pass, 
As if an infant's touch could urge 
Their headlong passage down the verge ; 
With step and weapon forward flung, 
Upon the mountain-side they hung. 
The mountaineer cast glance of pride 
Along Benledi'i living side, 
Then fixed his eye and sable brow 
Full on Fitc-James — " How say'st thou now? 
These are Clan- Alpine's warriors true ; 
And, Saxon— I am Roderick Dhu !" 

X. 

Fka-Jamei was brave : — Though to his heart 
The life-blood thrilled with sudden start. 
He manned himself with dauntless air, 
Returned the Chief his haughty stare, 
His back against a rock be bore, 
Aad irmly placed hk loot before: 
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r AIR as the earliest beam of eastern light, 
When firct by the bewildered pilgrim spied, 
t smiles upon the dreary brow of night, 
And silvers o'er the torrent's foaming tide, 
j»d lights the fearful path on mountain side; 
Fair as that beam, although the fairest far, 
(Wing to horror grace, to danger pride, 
Shine martial Faith, and Courtesy's bright star, 
Ivomgh all the wreckful storms that cloud the bcow #f 
War. 

n. 

rhat early beam, so fair and sheen, 
Was twinkling through the hazel screen, 
When, rousing at its glimmer red, 
The warriors left their lowly bed, 
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XIV. 
Dark lightning .flashed from Roderick's eye— 
" Soars thy presumption, then, so high, 
Because a wretched kerne ye slew. 
Homage to name to Roderick Dhu ? 
He yields not, he, to man or Fate ! 
Thou add'st but fuel to my hate : — 
My clansman's blood demands revenge.— 
Wot yet prepared ? — By heaven, I change 
My thought, and hold thy valour light 
As that of some vain carpet-knight, 
Who ill deserved my courteous care. 
And whose best boast is but to wear 
A braid of his fair lady's hair." — 
" 1 thank thee, Roderick, for the word ! 
It nerves my heart, it steels my sword j 
Fori have sworn this braid to stain 
In the best blood that warms thy vein* 
Now, truce, farewell ! and ruth, be gone ! — 
Yet think not that by thee alone, 
Proud Chief! can courtesy be shown ; 
Though not from copse, or heath, or cairn, 
Start at my whistle clansmen stern, 
Of this small horn one feeble blast 
Would fearful odds against thee cast. 
But fear not — doubt not — which thou wilt— 
We try this quarrel hilt to hilt"— 
Then each at once his falchion drew, 
JEach on the ground his scabbard threw, 
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Each looked to sun, and stream, and plain. 
As what they ne'er might see again ; 
Then, foot, and point, and eye opposed) 
In dubious strife they darkly closed. 

XV. 
Ill fared it then with Roderick Dhu, 
That on the field his targe he threw, 
Whose brazen studs and tough bull-hide 
Had death so often dashed aside ; 
For, trained abroad his arms to wield) 
Fitz-James's blade was sword and shield. 
He practised every pass and ward, 
To thrust, to strike, to feint, to guard ; 
While less expert, though stronger far, 
The Gael maintained unequal war. 
Three times in closing strife they stood, 
And thrice the Saxon sword drank blood*. 
No stinted draught, no scanty tide, 
The gushing flood the tartans died. 
Fierce Roderick felt the fatal drain, 
And showered his blows like wintery rain ; 
And, as firm rock, or castle roof, 
Against the winter shower is proof, 
The foe invulnerable still 
Foiled his wild rage by steady skill ; 
Till, at advantage ta'en, his brand 
Forced Roderick's weapon from his hand, 
And, backwards borne upon the lee, 
Brought the proud chieftain to his knee. 

14 
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XVI. 
" Now, yield ye, or, by Him who made 
The world, thy heart's blood dies my blade !" 
" Thy threats, thy mercy, I defy ! 
Let recreant yield, who fears to die."— 
Like adder darting from his coil, 
Like wolf that dashes through the toil, 
Like mountain-cat who guards her young, 
Full at Fits-James's throat he sprung, 
Received, but recked not of a wound, 
And locked his arms his foeman round.*— 
Now, gallant Saxon, hold thine own ! 
No maiden's hand is round thee thrown ! 
That desperate grasp thy frame might feel, 
Through bars of brass and triple steel ! — 
They tug, they strain ;— down, down, they go. 
The Gael above, Fitz-James below. 
The chieftain's gripe hb throat compressed, 
His knee was planted in his breast ; 
His clotted locks he backward threw, 
Across his brow hb hand he drew, 
From blood and mist to clear hb sight, 
Then gleamed aloft his dagger bright! — 
—Bat hate and fury ill supplied 
The stream of life's exhausted tide, 
And all too late the advantage came* 
To turn the odds of deadly game ; 
For while the dagger gleamed on high, 
Heeled soul and sease, reeled brain and eye. 
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Down came the blow ! but in the heath 
The erring blade found bloodless sheath. 
The straggling foe may now unclasp 
The fainting chief 's relaxing grasp ; 
Unwounded from the dreadful close. 
Bat breathless all, Fitz-James arose. 

XVD. 
He faltered thanks to Heaven for life, 
Redeemed, unhoped, from desperate strife ; 
Next on his foe his look he cast, 
Whose every gasp appeared his last ; 
In Roderick's gore he dipped the braid— 
u Poor Blanche ! thy wrongs are dearly paid ; 
Yet with thy foe must die, or live, 
The praise that Faith and Valour give."— 
With that he blew a bugle note, 
Undid the collar from his throat, 
Unbonneted, and by the wave 
Sate down his brow and hands to lave. 
Then faint afar are heard the feet 
Of rushing steeds in gallop fleet; 
The sounds increase, and now are seen 
Four mounted squires in Lincoln green; 
Two who bear lance, and two who lead, 
By loosened rein, a saddled steed ; 
Each onward held his headlong course, 
And by Fits-James reined up his horse— 
With wonder viewed the bloody spot— 
-4" Exclaim not, gallant*! question *Qt.-*~ 
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Still at the gallop pricked the knight, 
His merry-men followed as they might 
Along thy banks, swift Teith! they ride, 
And in the race they mock thy tide ; 
Tony and Lendrick now are past, 
And Deanstone lies behind them cast ; 
They rise, the bannered towers of Donne, 
They sink in distant woodland soon ; 
Blair-Drummond sees the hoofs strike fire, 
They sweep like breeze through Ochtertyre ; 
They mark, just glance, and disappear 
The lofty brow of ancient Kier; 
Ihey bathe their coursers' swelling sides, 
Dark Forth ! amid thy sluggish tides, 
tad on the opposing shore take ground, 

rfth plash, with scramble, and with bound. 

ght hand they leave thy cliffs, Craig-Forth I 
d soon the bulwark of the north, 
ly Stirling, with her towers and town, 
m their fleet career looked down. 

XIX. 
> the flinty path they strained, 
ra his steed the leader reined ; 
al to his squire he flung, 
istant to his stirrup sprung : 
thou, De Vaux, yon woodsman gray, 
wnward holds the rocky way, 
ne JsJJ and poor array ? 
14> 
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fark'st thou the firm, yet active stride, 
Vith which he scales the mountain side? 
£now'st thou from whence he comes, or whom 
u No, by my word ;— a burly groom 
He seems, who in the field or chase 
A baron's train would nobly grace." — 
" Out, out, De Vain ! can fear supply, 
And jealousy, no sharper eye ? 
Afar, ere to the hill he drew, 
That stately form and step I knew : 
Like form in Scotland is not seen, 
Treads not suoh step on Scottish green, 
Tis James of Douglas, by Saint Serle ! 
The uncle of the banished earl. 
Away, away, to court, to show 
The near approach of dreaded foe : 
The King must stand upon his guard : 
Douglas and he must meet prepared." 
Then right hand wheeled their steeds, and str 
They won the castle's postern gate. 

XX. 

The Douglas, who had bent his way 
From Cambus-Kenneth's abbey gray, 
Now, as he climbed the rocky shelf, 
Held sad communion with himself: — 
« Yes ! all is true my fears could frame ! 
A prisoner lies the noble Graeme, 

And tiery Roderick soon wttl feel 

The vengeance of the royal ateel. 



u^ 



Canto V. THE COMBAT. 163 

I, only I, can ward their fate, 

God grant the ransom come not late ! 

The Abbess hath her promise given, 

My child shall be the bride of heaven ; 

Be pardoned one repining tear ! 

For He, who gave her, knows how dear, 

How excellent — but that is by, 

And now my business is to die. 

— Ye towers ! within whose circuit dread 

A Douglas by his sovereign bled, 

And thou, O sad and fatal mound !* 

That oft hath heard the death-ax sound, 

As on the noblest of the land 

Fell the stern headsman's bloody hand, 

The dungeon, block, and nameless tomb 

Prepare, for Douglas seeks his doom ! 

But hark ! what blithe and jolly peal 

Makes the Franciscan steeple reel ? 

And see ! upon the crowded street, 

In motley groups what masquers meet I 

Banner and pageant, pipe and drum, 

And merry morrice-dancers come. 

I guess, by all this quaint array, 

The burghers hold their sports to-day. 

James will be there ; he loves such show, 

Where the good yeoman bends his bow, 

And the tough wrestler foils his foe, 

* An eminence on the north-east of the caifte,^Ame ifertft 
qlaiaMlM were executed. Bee Note, 
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As well as where, in proud career, 

The high-born tilter shivers spear. 

I'll follow to the Castle-park, 

And play my prize : King James shall mark, 

If age has tamed these sinews stark, 

Whose force so oft, in happier days, 

His boyish wonder loved to praise." 

XXI. 

The Castle gates were open flung, 

The quivering draw-bridge rocked and rang, 

And echoed loud the flinty street 

Beneath the coursers' clattering feet, 

As slowly down the steep descent 

Fair Scotland's King and nobles went, 

While all along the crowded way 

Was jubilee and loud huzza. 

And ever James was bending low, 

To his white jennet's saddle bow, 

Doffing his cap to city dame, 

Who smiled and blushed for pride and shame. 

And well the simperer might be vain, 

He chose the fairest of the train. 

Gravely he greets each city sire, 

Commends each pageant's quaint attire, 

Gives to the dancers thanks aloud, 

And smiles and nods upon the crowd, 

Who rend the heavens with their acclaims, 

"Loag Jive the Commons' Kin£> King James!"* 
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Behind the King thronged peer and knight, 
Ind noble dame and damsel bright, 
Whose fiery steeds ill brooked the stay 
Df the steep street and crowded way. 
Bat in the train yon might discern 
Dark lowering brow and visage stern; 
rhere nobles mourned their pride restrained, 
tad the mean burghers' joys disdained; 
tad chiefs, who, hostage for their clan, 
fVere each from home a banished man, 
rhere thought upon their own gray tower, 
rheir waving woods, their feudal power, 
Ind deemed themselves a shameful part 
X pageant which they cursed in heart. 

XXU. 

Vow, in the Castle-park drew out 
rheir chequered bands the joyous route. 
Hieir morricers, with bell at heel, 
tad blade in hand, their mazes wheel; 
kit chief, beside the butts, there stand, 
told Robin Hood and all his band, 
>iar Tuck with quarter-staff and cowl, 
)ld Scathlocke with his surly scowl, 
laid Marian fair as ivory bone, 
learlet, and Mutch, and Little John; 
teir bugles challenge all that will, 
a archery to prove their skill. 
%e Douglas bent a bow ot mighty 
* lint shaft centred in the white, 
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And when in turn he shot again. 
His second split the first in twain. 
From the King's hand must Douglas take 
A silver dart, the archer's stake ; 
Fondly he watched, with watery eye. 
Some answering glance of sympathy- 
No kind emotion made reply ! 
Indifferent, as to archer wight, 
The Monarch gave the arrow bright 

XXIII. 
Now, clear the Ring ! for, hand to hand, 
The manly wrestlers take their stand. 
Two o'er the rest superior rose, 
And proud demanded mightier foes, 
Nor called in vain ; for Douglas came ; 
— For life is Hugh of Larbert lame ; 
Scarce better John of Alloa's fare, 
Whom senseless home his comrades bear. 
Prize of the wrestling match, the King 
To Douglas gave a golden ring, 
While coldly glanced his eye of blue, 
As frozen drop of wintery dew 
Douglas would speak, but in his breast 
His struggling soul his words suppressed ; 
Indignant then he turned him where 
Their arms the brawny yeomen bare, 
To hurl the massive bar in air. 
When each his utmost strength had shown; 
The Douglas rent an eartVi-faaV. *toift 
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From its deep bed, then heaved it high. 

And sent the fragment through the sky, 

A rood beyond the farthest mark; — 

And still in Stirling's royal park, 

The gray-haired sires, who know the past, 

To strangers point the Douglas-cast, 

And moralise on the decay 

Of Scottish strength in modern day. 

XXIV. 

The vale with loud applauses rang, 
The Ladies* Rock sent back the clang; 
The king, with look unmoved, bestowed 
A purse well filled with pieces broad. 
Indignant smiled the Douglas proud, 
Vnd threw the gold among the crowd, 
?ho now, with anxious wonder, scan, 
id sharper glance, the dark gray man ; 
fl whispers rose among the throng, 
at heart so free, and hand so strong, 
ft to the Douglas blood belong: 
old men marked, and shook the head, 
ee his hair with silver spread, 
winked aside, and told each son 
its upon the English done, 
ouglas of the stalwart hand 
tiled from his native land, 
imen praised his stately form> 
t wrecked by many a winter's slona*, 
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The youth, with awe and wonder, saw 
His strength surpassing nature's law. 
Thus judged, as is their wont, the crowd, 
Till murmurs rose to clamours loud. 
But not a glance from that proud ring 
Of peers who circled round the king, 
With Douglas held communion kind. 
Or called the banished man to mind ; 
No, not from those who, at the chase, 
Once held his side the honoured place, 
Begirt his board, and, in the field, 
Found safety underneath his shield: 
For he, whom royal eyes disown, 
When was his form to courtiers known? 

XXV. 
The Monarch saw the gambols flag, 
And bade let loose a gallant stag, 
Whose pride, the holiday to crown, 
Two favourite grayhounds should pull down, 
That venison free, and Bordeaux wine, 
Might serve the archery to dine. 
But Lufra — whom from Douglas' side, 
Nor bribe nor threat could e'er divide, 
The fleetest hound in all the north — 
Brave Lufra saw, and darted forth. 
She left the royal hounds mid way, 
And dashing on the antlered prey, 
Sunk her sharp muzzle in u\& tank, 
And deep the flowing WfeAAood &raxvY. 
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(a stoat huntsman saw the sport 

ge intruder broken short, 

», and with his leash unbound) 

struck the noble hound. 

ougias had endured, that morn, 

;'s cold look, the nobles* scorn* 

, and worst to spirit proud, 

ae the pity of the crowd; 

a had been fondly bred, 

his board, to watch his bed, 

would Ellen, Lufra's neck, 

n glee with garlands deck; 

re such play-mates, that with name 

, Ellen's image came. 

d wrath is brimming high, 

ned brow and flashing eye; 

s before the bark divide, 

vd gave way before his stride; 

it a buffet and no more, 

»m lies senseless in his gore. 

w no other hand could deal, 

gauntleted in glove of steel. 

XXVI. 

ed his comrades of the train, 
idished swords and staves amain, 
i the Baron's warning — " Back ! 
i your lives, ye menial pack! 
the Douglas. — Yes ! behold,. 
es. the Douglas, doomed o£ old, 
15 
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And vainly sought for, near and far, 

A victim to atone the war ; 

A willing victim now attends, 

Nor craves thy grace but for his friends." 

— " Thus is my clemency repaid? 

Presumptuous Lord!" the Monarch said j 

" Of thy mis-proud ambitious clan, 

Thou, James of Bothwell, wert the man, 

The only man, in whom a foe 

My woman-mercy would not know: 

But shall a monarch's presence brook 

Injurious blow and haughty look? — 

What, ho ! the Captain of our Guard i 

Give the offender fitting ward. — 

Break off the sports !" — for tumult rose, 

And yeomen 'gan to bend their bows— 

« Break off the sports !"— he said, and frowned,* 

<( And bid our horsemen clear the ground."— 

XXVII. 

Then uproar wild and misarray 
Marred the fair form of festal day. . 
The horsemen pricked among the crowd; 
Repelled by threats and insult loud; 
To earth are borne the old and weak, 
The timorous fly, the women shriek ; 
With flint, with shaft, with staff, with bar, 
The hardier urge tumultuous war. 
At once round Douglas darkly sweep 
The royal spears in circle deep, 
And slowly sca ie the pathway ste%\>> 
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While on their rear in thunder pour 
The rabble with disordered roar. 
With grief the noble Douglas saw 
The commons rise against the law, 
And to the leading soldier said — 
" Sir John of Hy ndford ! 'twas my blade 
That knighthood on thy shoulder laid ; 
For that good deed, permit me, then, 
A word with these misguided men.— 

xxvin. 

11 Hear, gentle friends ! ere yet, for me, 

Te break the bands of fealty. 

My life, my honour, and my cause 

I tender free to Scotland's laws ; 

Are these so weak as must require 

The aid of your misguided ire? 

Or, if I suffer causeless wrong, 

Is then my selfish rage so strong, 

My sense of public weal so low, 

That, for mean vengeance on a foe, 

Those chords of love I should unbind, 

Which knit my country and my kind ? 

Oh no ! Believe, in yonder tower 

It will not sooth my captive hour, 

To know those spears our foes should dread; 

For me in kindred gore are red ; 

To know in fruitless brawl begun 

For me, that mother wails her qqh ; 
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For me, that widow's mate expires, 
For me, that orphans weep their sires, 
That patriots mourn insulted laws, 
And curse the Douglas for the cause. 
O let your patience ward such ill, 
And keep your right to love me still !"-— 

XXTX. 

The crowd's wild fury sunk again 

In tears, as tempests melt in rain. 

With lifted hands and eyes, they prayed 

For blessings on his generous head, 

Who for his country felt alone, 

And prized her blood beyond his own. 

Old men, upon the verge of life, 

Blessed him who stayed the civil strife ; 

And mothers held their babes on high, 

The self-devoted chief to spy, 

Triumphant over wrong and ire, 

To whom the prattlers owed a sire : 

E'en the rough soldier's heart was moved : 

As if behind some bier beloved, 

With trailing arms and drooping head, 

The Douglas up the hill they led, 

And at the castle's battled verge, 

With sighs, resigned their honoured charge. 

XXX. 

The offended monarch rode apart, 
With bitter thought and swe\Ymfc^fcxl> 
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And would not now vouchsafe again 
Through" Stirling streets to lead his train. 
" Lennox, who would wish to rule 
This changeling crowd, this common fool I 
Hear'st thou/' he said, " the loud acclaim. 
With which they shout the Douglas name ? 
With like acclaim, the vulgar throat 
Strained for King James their morning note : 
With like acclaim they hailed the day 
When first I broke the Douglas sway ; 
And like acclaim would Douglas greet, 
If he could hurl me from my seat. 
Who o'er the herd would wish to reign, 
Fantastic, fickle, fierce, and vain ? 
Vain as the leaf upon the stream, 
And fickle as a changeful dream; 
fantastic as a woman's mood, 
And fierce as frenzy's fevered blood. 
Thou many-headed monster-thing, 

who would wish to be thy king ! — 

XXXI. 

" But soft ! what messenger of speed 
Spurs hitherward his panting steed ? 

1 guess his cognizance afar — 
What from our cousin, John of Mar?"— 
u He prays, my liege, your sports keep bound 
Within the safe and guarded ground : 
For some foul purpose yet unknown— 
Most sure for evil to the tkron* — 

15* 
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The outlawed chieftain, Roderick Dhu, 
Has summoned his rebellious crew ; 
Tis said) in James of Bothwell's aid 
These loose banditti stand arrayed. 
The earl of Mar, this morn, from Doune, 
To break their muster marched) and soon 
Your grace will hear of battle fought ; 
But earnestly the earl besought, 
Till for such danger he provide, 
With scanty train you will not ride." — 

XXXII. 
" Thou warn'st me I have done amiss— 
I should have earlier looked to this ; 
I lost it in this bustling day. 
— Retrace with speed thy former way ; 
Spare not for spoiling of thy steed, 
The best of mine shall be thy meed. 
Say to our faithful lord of Mar, 
We do forbid the intended war ; 
Roderick, this morn, in single fight, 
Was made our prisoner by a knight, 
And Douglas hath himself and cause 
Submitted to our kingdom's laws. 
The tidings of their leaders lost 
Will soon dissolve the mountain host, 
Nor would we that the vulgar feel, 
For their chiefs crimes, avenging steel ! 
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• our message, Braco fly." — 

d his steed — " My liege, I hie, 
' cross this lily lawn, 
broad-swords will be drawn."— 
he flying courser spurned, A 

s towers the king returned. 

xxxnr. 

ing James's mood that day, 

y feast and minstrel lay ; 

e dismissed the courtly throng, 

cut short the festal song, 
ipon the saddened town, 
Ag sunk in sorrow down ; 
lers spoke of civil jar, 
red feuds and mountain war, 
, Mar, and Roderick Dhu, 
arms : — the Douglas too, 
irned him pent within the hold, 
(tout Earl William was of old" * — 

his word the speaker staid, 

• on his lip he laid, 

\ to his dagger blade, 
horsemen from the west, 
y to the castle pressed ; 
talkers said they bore 
' fight on Katrine's shore ; 

bbeU by James U in Stirling Caste. 
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At noon the deadly fray begun, 

And lasted till the set of sun. 

Thus giddy rumour shook the town, 

Till closed the Night her pennons brown. 
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I. 

THE fan, awakening, through the smoky air 

Of the dark city casts a sullen glance, 
Mousing each caitiff to his task of care, 

Of sinful man the sad inheritance ; 
Summoning revellers from the lagging dance, 

And scaring prowling robbers to their den ; 
ttikiing on battled tower the warder's lance, 

And warning student pale to leave his pen, 
i yield his drowsy eyes to the kind nurse of men* 



various scenes, and O ! what scenes of wo, 
Are witnessed by that red and struggling beam ! 
The fevered patient, from his pallet low, 
• Through crowded hospitals beholds it stream; 
The ruined maiden trembles at bis gleam •, 

The debtor wakes to thoughts of gyve and jail J 
The love-lorn wretch starts from tormenting dreamy 
The wakeful mother, by the glimmering pale, 

infant's couch, and sooths bis feejbVt vrtft» 
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II. 

At dawn the towers of Stirling rang 
With soldier step and weapon clang, 
While drums, with rolling note, foretell 
Relief to weary sentinel. 
Through narrow loop and casement barred 
The sunbeams sought the Court of Guard, 
And, struggling with the smoky air, 
Deadened the torch's yellow glare, 
In comfortless alliance shone 
The lights through arch of blackened stone, 
And showed wild shapes in garb of war, 
Faces deformed with beard and scar, 
All haggard from the midnight watch f 
And fevered with the stern debauch; 
For the oak table's massive board, 
Flooded with wine, with fragments stored, 
And beakers drained, and cups o'erthrown, 
Showed in what sport the night had flown. 
Some, weary, snored on floor and bench ; 
Some laboured still their thirst to quench ; 
Some, chilled with watching, spread their han 
O'er the huge chimney's dying brands, 
While round them, or beside them flung, 
At every step their harness rung. 

ni. 

These drew not for their fields the sword, 
Like tenants of a feudal lord, 
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Nor owned the patriarchal claim 

Of chieftain in their leader's name ; 

Adventurers they, from far who roved, 

To live by battle which they loved. 

There the Italian's clouded face, 

The swarthy Spaniard's there you trace ; 

The mountain-loving Switzer there 

More freely breathed in mountain-air ; 

The Fleming there despised the soil, 

That paid so ill the labourer's toil; 

The rolls showed French and German name? 

And merry England's exiles came, 

To share with ill-concealed disdain, 

Of Scotland's pay the scanty gain. 

All brave in arms, well trained to wield 

The heavy halbert, brand, and shield ; 

In camps, licentious, wild and bold ; 

In pillage fierce and uncontrolled ; 

And now by holy tide and feast, 

From rules of discipline released. 

IV. 
They held debate of bloody fray, 
Fought ,'twixt Loch-Katrine and Achray. 
Fierce was their speech, and, mid their words, 
Their hands oft grappled to their swords ; 
Nor sunk their tone to spare the ear 
Of wounded comrades groaning near, 
Whose mangled limbs, and bodies gored) 
Bore token of the mountain sword, 

16 
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Though, neighbouring to the court of guard. 

Their prayers and feverish wails were heard; . 

Sad burden to the ruffian joke, 

And savage oath by fury spoke ! — 

At length up started John of Brent, 

A yeoman from the banks of Trent ; 

A stranger to respect or fear, 

In peace a chaser of the deer, 

In hoattfcardy mutineer, 

Batitill the boldest of the crew, 

When deed of danger was to do. 

He grieved, that day, their games cut short,, 

And marred the dicers' brawling sport, 

And shouted loud, " Renew the bowl ! 

And, while a merry catch I troll, 

Let each the buxom chorus bear, 

Like brethren of the brand and spear."— 

V. 
/ SOLDIER'S SONG. 
Our vicar still preaches that Peter and Foule, 
Laid a swinging long curse on the bonny brown 

bowl, ■ 
That there's wrath and despair in the jolly black 

jack, 
And the seven deadly sins in a flaggon of sack ; 
Yet whoop, Barnaby ! off with thy liquor, 
Drink upsees* out, and a fig for the vicar! 

* A Jtacrjianalian interjecUoB,borww«dL taom\k% \*efc3*. 
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•or vicar he calls it damnation to sip 

he ripe ruddy dew of a woman's dear lip, 

ays, that Belzebub lurks in her kerchief so sly, 

j>d Apollyon shoots darts from her merry black 

eye; 
et whoop, Jack ! kiss Gillian the quicker, 
HI she bloom like a rose, and a fig for the vicar ! 

tar vicar thus preaches, and why should he toot? 
'or the dues of his cure are the placket and pot; 
Jid 'tis right of his office poor laymen to lurch, 
Fho infringe the domains of our good mother 

Church, 
'et whoop, bully-boys ! off with your liquor, 
weet Marjories the word, and a fig for the vicar ! 

VI. 

The warder's challenge, heard without, 
Staid in mid roar the merry shout, 
A soldier to the portal went, — 
" Here is old Bertram, sirs, of Ghent; 
And, beat for jubilee your drum I 
A maid and minstrel with him come.'V 
Bertram, a Fleming, gray and scarred, 
Was entering now the court of guard, 
A harper with him, and, in plaid 
All muffled close, a mountain maid, 
Who backward shrunk to 'scape the view 
Of the loose scene and boisterous cxevr. 
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" What news ?" they roared : — " I only know 
From noon till eve we fought with foe, 
As wild and as untameable 
. As the rude mountains where they dwell. 
On both sides store of blood is lost, 
Nor much success can either boast." — 
" But whence thy captives, friend ? such spoil 
As theirs must needs reward thy toil. 
Old dost thou wax and wars grow sharp : 
Tko* now hast glee-maiden and harp, 
Get thee an ape and trudge the land, 
The leader of a Juggler band." — 

vn. 

" No comrade, no such fortune mine, 
After the fight these sought our line, 
That aged harper and the girl, 
And, having audience of the Earl, 
Mar bade I should purvey them steed, 
And bring them hitherward with speed. 
Forbear your mirth and' rude alarm, 
For none shall do them shame or harm."— 
" Hear ye his boast !" cried John of Brent, 
Ever to strife and jangling bent — 
" Shall he strike doe beside our lodge, 
And yet the jealous niggard grudge 
To pay the forester his fee ? 
I'll have my share howe'er it be, 
Despite of Moray, Max, or thae."— 
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1 his forward step withstood ; 
lrning in his vengeful mood, 
bui, though unfit for strife, 
nd upon his dagger-knife ; 
en boldly stepped between, 
>pped at once the tartan screen : 
n his morning cloud, appears 
i of May, through summer tears, 
rage soldiery, amazed, 
escended angel gazed ; 
rdy Brent, abashed and tamed, 
alf admiring, half ashamed. 

vin. 

the spoke : — " Soldiers, attend! 
er was the soldier's friend; 
1 him in camps, in marches led, 
h him in the battle bled, 
n the valiant or the strong, 
exile's daughter suffer wrong"— 
ed De Brent, most forward still 
r feat or good or ill — • 
le me of the part I played ; 
u an outlaw's child, poor maid ! 
iw 1 by forest laws, 
rry Needwood knows the cause. 
>se — if Rose be living now" — 
sd his iron eye and brow, 
Tear such age, I think, as thou*— » 
16* 



186 LAOT OF THE LAKE. Canto 

Hear ye, my mates ;— i go to call 
The Captain of our watch to hall ; 
There lies my halbert on the floor ; 
And he that steps my halbert o'er, 
To do the maid injurious part, 
My shaft shall quiver in his heart ! — 
Beware loose speech, or jesting rough : 
Te all know John de Brent Enough."— 

DC 

Their Captain came, a gallant young — 
(Of Tullibardine's house he sprung :) 
Nor wore he yet the spurs of knight, 
Gay was his mien, his humour light, 
And though by courtesy controlled, 
Forward his speech, his bearing bold. 
The high-born maiden ill could brook 
i The scanning of his -curious look 
And dauntless eye 5 — and yet, in sooth, 
Toung Lewis was a generous youth ; 
But Ellen's lovely face and mien, 
Ill-suited to the garb and scene, 
Might lightly bear construction strange, 
And give loose fancy scope to range. 
" Welcome to Stirling towers, fair maid 1 
Come ye to seek a champion's aid, 
On palfrey white, with harper hoar, 
Like errant damosel of yore ? 
Does thy high quest a knight require* 
Or may the venture suit a w^iYr* *"— ■ 
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ler dark eye flashed ; — she paused and sighed. 
1 O what have I to do with pride ! — 
rhroagh scenes of sorrow, shame, and strife, 
I suppliant for a father's life, 
[ crave an audience of the King. 
Behold, to back my suit, a ring, 
rhe royal pledge of grateful claims, 
Grhren by the monarch to Fits-James."— 

X. 

The signet ring young Lewis took, 
With deep respect and altered look ; 
And said — " This ring our duties own ; 
and pardon, if, to worth unknown, 
n semblance mean obscurely veiled, 
■ady, in aught my folly failed, 
oon as the day flings wide his gates, 
he King shall know what suitor waits, 
ease you, meanwhile, in fitting bower 
pose you till his waking hour ; 
male attendance shall obey 
lr best for service or array, 
tnit I marshal you the way."— • 
ere she followed, with the grace 
open bounty of her race, 
tade her slender purse be shared 
ig the soldiers of the guard, 
est with thanks their guerdon took ; 
-ent, with shy and awkward \ooV, 
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On the reluctant maiden's hold 

Forced bluntly back the proffered gold ;— 

" Forgive a haughty English hearty 

And O forget its ruder part ! 

The vacant purse shall be my share, 

Which in my barret-cap I'll bear, 

Perchance, in jeopardy of war. 

Where gayer crests may keep afar." — 

With thanks, 'twas all she could — the maid 

His rugged courtesy repaid. 

XI. 

When Ellen forth with Lewis went, 

Allan made suit to John of Brent :— 

" My lady safe, O let your grace 

Give me to see my master's face ! 

His minstrel I — to share his doom 

Bound from the cradle to the tomb. 

Tenth in descent, since first my sires 

Waked for his noble house their lyres, 

Nor one of all the race was known 

But prized its weal above their own. 

With the Chief's birth begins our care ; 

Our harp must sooth the infant heir, 

Teach the youth tales of fight, and grace 

His earliest feat of field or chase ; 

In peace, in war, our rank we keep, . 

We cheer his board, we sooth his sleep, 
JVor leave him till we pour out v*nfe> 
A doleful tribute 1 o'er \ua toane. 
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ten let me share his captive lot ; 
is my right — deny it not !" 
Cottle we reck," said John of Brent, 
iVe Southern men, of long descent ; 
>r wot we how a name— a word— 
ikes clansmen vassals to a lord : 
t kind my noble landlord's part— 
*d bless the house of Beaudesert ! 
id, but I loved to drive the deer, 
ire than to guide the labouring steer, 
tad not dwelt an outcast here, 
me, good old Minstrel, follow me ; 
y Lord and Chieftain shalt thou see."— - 

XII. 
n, from a rusted iron hook 
inch of ponderous keys he took, 
ted a torch, and Allan led 
ugh grated arch and passage dread. 
Is they passed, where, deep within, 
» prisoner's moan, and fetters' din ; 
?h rugged vaults, where, loosely stored, 
leel, and ax, and headsman's sword, 
my a hideous engine grim, 
mching joint, and crushing limb, 
ts formed, who deemed it shame 
v o give their work a name, 
ted at a low browed porch, 
t to Allan gave the torch) 
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While bolt and chain he backward rolled, 

And made the bar nnhasp its hold. 

They entered : — 'twas a prison room 

Of stern security and gloom, 

Yet not a dungeon ; for the day 

Through lofty gratings found its way, 

And rude and antique garniture 

Decked the sad walls and flinty floor, 

" Here," said De Brent, " thou may'st remain;* 

And then, retiring, bolt and chain 

And rusty bar he drew again. 

Roused at the sound, from lowly bed 

A captive feebly raised his head ; 

The wondering Minstrel looked, and knew, 

Not his dear lord, but Roderick Dhu ! 

For, come from where Clan- Alpine fought, 

They, erring, deemed the Chief he sought. 

XIII. 

As the tall ship, whose lofty prore 
Shall never stem the billows more, 
Deserted by her gallant band, 
Amid the breakers lies astrand — 
So, on bis couch, lay Roderick Dhu ! 
And oft his fevered limbs he threw 
In toss abrupt, as when her sides 
Lie rocking in the advancing tides, 
That shake her frame with ceaseless beat, 
Yet cannot heave her from her seat \ — 
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> ! how unlike' her course on sea ! 
>r his free step on hill and lea ! — 
oon as the Minstrel he could scan, 
-** What of thy lady ? of my clan ?— 
I y mother? — Douglas ? — ^tell me all ! 
lave they been ruined in my fall ? 
ih, yes ! or wherefore art thou here ? 
et speak — speak boldly — do not fear." — 
For Allan, who his mood well knew, 
Fas choaked with grief and terror too ) — 
Who fought — who fled ? — Old man, be brief j- 
ome might — for they had lost their Chief. 
ITho basely live ? — who bravely died ?"— 
0, calm thee, Chief !" the Minstrel cried, 
Ellen is safe," — " For that thank heaven !'* — 
ind hopes are for the Douglas given ;— 
e Lady Margaret too is well, 
i, for thy clan — on field or fell, 
• never harp of minstrel told, 
ombat fought so true and bold, 
stately pine is yet unbent, 
lgh many a goodly bough is rent." — 

XIV. 
'hieftain reared his form on high, 
vers fire was in his eye ; 
astly, pale, and livid streaks, 
ared his swarthy brow and cheeks, 
rk, Minstrel ! I have heard tYtee \^k$, 
asurc bold, on festal day, 
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In yon lone isle— again where ne'er 
Shall harper play, or warrior hear — 
That stirring air that peals on high. 
O'er Dermid's race our victory. — 
Strike it ! — and then (for well thou canst) 
Free from thy minstrel-spirit glanced, 
Fling me the picture of the fight, 
When met my clan the Saxon might. 
I'll listen, till my fancy hears 
The clang of swords, the crash of spears ! 
These grates, these walls, shall vanish then, 
For the fair field of fighting men, 
And my free spirit (burst away, 
As if it soared from battle fray."— 
The trembling bard with awe obeyed — 
Slow on the harp his hand he laid ; 
But soon remembrance of the sight 
He witnessed from the mountain's height* 
With what old Bertram told at night, 
Awakened the full power of song, 
And bore him in career along ; — 
As shallop launched on river's tide, 
That slow and fearful leaves the side, 
But, when it feels the middle stream, 
Drives downward swift as lightning's beam. 

XV. 
BATTLE OF BEAL' AN DUINE. 
Ct The Minstrel came ouse unite to nSvii 
The eastern ridge of Ben-wan©, 
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For, ere he parted, he would say 
Farewell, to lovely Loch-Achray— 
Where shall he find, in foreign land, 
So lone a lake, so sweet a strand ! 
There is no breeze upon the fern, 

No ripple on the lake, 
Upon her eyrie nods the erne, 

The deer has sought the brake j 
The small birds will not sing aloud, 

The springing trout lies still, 
So darkly glooms yon thunder eloud, 
That swathes, as with a purple shroud; 

Benledi's distant hill. 
Is it the thunder's solemn sound 
That mutters deep and dread, 
Or echoes from the groaning ground 

The warrior's measured tread ? 
b it the lightning's quivering glance 

That on the thicket streams, 
Or do they flash on spear and lane* 
The sun's retiring beams ? 
I see the dagger-crest of Mar, 
I see the Moray's silver star, 
Wave o'er the cloud of Saxon war, 
That up the lake comes winding far! 
To hero boune for battle-strife, 

Or bard of martial lay, 
Twere worth ten years of peaceful IftV 
One f lane* at their array. 

17 
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XVI. 

" Their light armed archers far and near 

Surveyed the tangled ground, 
Their centre ranks, with pike and spear, 

A twilight forest frowned ; 
Their barbed horsemen, in the rear* 

The stern battalia crowned. 
No cymbal clashed, no clarion rang, 

Still were the pipe and dram ; 
Save heavy tread, and armour's clang, 

The sullen march was dumb. 
There breathed no wind their crests to shake, 

Or wave their flags abroad ; 
Scarce the frail aspen seemed to quake* 

That shadowed o'er the road. 
Their vaward scouts no tidings bring, 

Can rouse no lurking foe, 
Nor spy a trace of living thing, 

Save when they stirred the roe : 
The host moves like a deep-sea wave, 
Where rise no rocks its pride to brave* 

High swelling, dark, and slow. 
The lake is passed, and now they gain 
A narrow and a broken plain, 
Before the Trosach's rugged jaws ; 
And here the horse and spearmen pause, 
While, to explore the dangerous glen, 
Dive through the pass the archer-men. 
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XVII. 
" At once there rose so wild a yell 
Within that dark and narrow dell, 
As all the fiends, from heaven that fell. 
Had pealed the banner-cry of hell ! 
Forth from the pass in tumult driven, 
Like chaff before the wind of heaven. 

The archery appear : 
For life ! for life ! their flight they ply— 
And shriek, and shout, and battle-cry, 
And plaids, and bonnets waving high, 
And broadswords flashing to the sky, 

Are maddening in their rear. 
Onward they drive, in dreadful race, 

Pursuers and pursued ; 
Before that tide of flight and chase, 
How shall it keep its rooted place, 

The spearmen's twilight wood ? 
— * Down, down,' cried Mar, 4 your lances down ! 

Bear back both friend and foe !' 
Like reeds before the tempest's frown, 
That serried grove of lances brown 

At once lay levelled low ; 
And closely shouldering side to side, 
The bristling ranks the onset bide. — 
— f We'll quell the savage mountaineer, 

As their Tinchel* cows the game ! 

, * A drde of sportsmen, who, by surrounding a grant «e>«fc % 
"igmdmlfyoamwingy brought immense quasftXYeft ottaec 
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They come as fleet as forest deer ; 
We'll drive them back as tame.' — 

XVI1L 

" Bearing before them, in their course, 
The reliques of the archer force, 
Like wave with crest of sparkling foam, 
Right onward did Clan-Alpine come. 
Above their tide, each broadsword bright 
Was brandishing like beam of light, 

Each targe was dark below ; 
And with the ocean's mighty swing, 
When heaving to the tempest's wing, 

They hurled them on the foe* 
I heard the lance's shivering crash, 
As when the whirlwind rends the ash ; 
I heard the broadsword's deadly clang-, 
As if a hundred anvils rang ! 
But Moray wheeled his rear-ward rank 
Of horsemen on Clan-Alpine's flank>— 

— ' My banner-man, advance ! 
I see,' he cried, ' their columns shake :— 
Now, gallants! for your ladies' sake, 

Upon them with the lance !' — 
The horsemen dashed among the rout, 

As deer break through the broom ; 
Their steeds are stout, their swords are out, 
They soon make lightsome room. 

together, which usually made teigenAfc cffltotte to bt 
through the 
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Clan-Alpine's best are backward borne— 

Where, where was Roderick then ! 
One blast upon his bugle-horn 

Were worth a thousand men. 
And refluent through the pass of fear 

The battle's tide was poured ; 
Vanished the Saxon's struggling spear, 

Vanished the mountain sword . 
As Bracklinn's chasm, so black and steep. 

Receives her roaring linn, 
As the dark caverns of the deep 

Suck the wild whirlpool in, 
So did the deep and darksome pass 
Devour the battle's mingled mass; 
None linger now upon the plain, 
Save those who ne'er shall fight again. 

XIX. 
" Now westward rolls the battle's din, 
That deep and doubling pass within. 
Minstrel, away ! the work of fate 
Is bearing on : its issue wait, 
Where the rude Trosach's dread defile 
Opens on Katrine's lake and isle. 
Gray Ben-venue I soon repassed, 
Loch-Katrine lay beneath me cast. 
The sun is set ; — the clonds are met, 

The lowering scowl of heaven 
An iokjr hue of livid blue 
To the deep lake has given ; 
17* 
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Strange goats of wind from mountain glen. 
Swept o'er the lake, then tank agen. 
I heeded not the eddying surge, 
Mine eye but saw the Trotach's gorge, 
Mine ear but heard that sullen sound, 
Which like an earthquake shook the ground 
And spoke the stern and desperate strife 
That parts not but with parting life, 
3eeming, to minstrel-ear, to toll 
The dirge of many a passing soul. 
Nearer it comes— the dim-wood glen 
The martial flood disgorged ages, 
But not in mingled tide ; 
The plaided warriors of the North, 
High on the mountain thunder forth. 

And overhang its side ; 
While by the lake below appears 
The darkening cloud of Saxon speartv 
At weary bay each shattered band, 
Eyeing their foeman, sternly stand ; 
Their banners stream like shattered sail, 
That flings its fragments to the gale, 
And broken arms and disarray 
Marked the fell havoc of the day. 

XX. 

" Viewing the mountain's ridge askance> 
The Saxons stood in sullen trance, 
Till Moray pointed with his lance, . 
And cried— * BehcA&youvetaV- 
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8ee! none are left to guard its strand* 
Bat women weak, that wring the hand : 
lis there of yore the robber band 

Their booty wont to pile ; 
My parse with bonnet-pieces store, 
To him will swim a bow-shot o'er, 
And loose a shallop from the shore. 
Lightly we'll tame the war-wolf then, 
Lords of his matey and broody and den.'— - 
Forth from the ranks a spearman sprung, 
On earth his casque and corslet rang, 

He plunged him in the wave :«— 
ill saw the deed— the purpose knew, 
And to their clamours Ben-venue 

A mingled echo gave ; 
lae Saxons shout their mate to cheer, 
The helpless females scream for fear, 
And yells for rage the mountaineer. 
Twas then, as by the outcry riven. 
Poured down at once the lowering heaven ; 
A whirlwind swept Loch-Katrine's breast, 
Her billow reared his snowy crest 
Well for the swimmer swelled it high, 
To mar the Highland marksman's eye ; 
For round him showered, mid rain and hail, 
The vengeful arrows of the Gael. 
Is vain —He nears the isle— and lo ! 
Hit hand is on a shallop's bow. 
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then a flash of lightning came, 
It tinged the waves and strand with flame; 
I marked Duneraggan*s widowed dame; 
Behind an oak I saw her stand, 
Her husband's dirk gleamed in her hand: 
It darkened— but amid the moan 
Of waves, 1 heard a dying groan; — 
Another flash ! — the spearman floats 
A weltering corse beside the boats. 
And the stern Matron o'er him stood, 
Her hand and dagger streaming blood. 

XXI. 
" ' Revenge! revenge !' the Saxons cried, 
The Gael's exulting shoot replied. 
Despite the elemental rage, 
Again they hurried to engage; 
But, ere they closed in desperate fight, 
Bloody with spurring came a knight, 
Sprung from his horse, and, from a crag, 
Waved 'twist the hosts a milk-white flag. 
Clarion and trumpet by his side 
Rung forth a truce-note high and wide, 
While, in the monarch's name, afar 
A herald's voice forbade the war, 
For Both well's lord, and Roderick bold 
Were both, he said, in captive hold."— 
But here the lay made sudden stand, 
The harp escaped the muurtxtVt hand I 
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Oft had he stolen a glance, to spy 

How Roderick brooked his minstrelsy: 

At first, the Chieftain, to the chime, 

With lifted hand, kept feeble time; 

That motion ceased— yet feeling strong 

Varied his look as changed the song ; 

At length, no more his deafened ear 

Ike minstrel melody can hear; 

His face grows sharp, his hands are clenched^ 

As if some pang his heart-strings wrenched ; 

Set are his teeth, his fading eye 

h sternly fixed on vacancy. 

Thus, motionless and moanless, drew 

His parting breath, stout Roderick Dhu ! 

Old Allan-bane looked on aghast, 

While grim and still his spirit passed; 

But when he saw that life was fled, 

He poured his wailing o'er the dead. 

XXII. 
LAMENT. 
"And art thou cold, and lowly laid, 
Thy foeman's dread, thy people's aid, 
Breadalbane's boast, Clan-Alpine's shade ! 
For thee, shall none a requiem say? 
For thee who loved the minstrel's lay, 
For thee, of BothwelTs house the stay, 
The shelter of her exiled line- 
E'en in this prison-house of thine, 
HI mil for Alpine 'a honoured pine \ 
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" What groans shall yonder valleys fill ! 
What shrieks of grief shall rend yon hill ! 
What tears of burning rage shall thrill, 
When mourns thy tribe thy battles done. 
Thy fall before the race was won, 
Thy sword ungirt ere set of son ! 
There breathes not clansman of thy line, 
But would have given his life for thine I 
O wo for Alpine's honoured pine ! 

" Sad was thy lot on mortal stage ! 
The captive thrush may brook the cage* 
The prisoned eagle dies for rage. 
Brave spirit, do not scorn my strain ! 
And when its notes awake again, 
E'en she, so long beloved in vain, 
Shall with my harp her voice combine* 
And mix her wo and tears with mine, 
To wail Clan-Alpine's honoured pine.' 1 

XXIII. 
Ellen, the while, with bursting heart, 
Remained in lordly bower apart, 
Where played, with many-coloured gleams, 
Through storied pane the rising beams. 
Id vain on gilded roof they fall, 
And lightened up a tapestried wall; 
And for her use a menial train, 
A rich collation spread in vain. 
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The banquet proud, the chamber gay, 

Scarce drew one curious glance astray; 

Or if she looked, 'twas but to say, 

With better omen dawned the day 

In that lone isle, where waved on high 

The dun deer's hide for canopy; 

Where oft her noble father shared, 

The simple meal her care prepared. 

While Lufra, couching by her side, 

Her station claimed with jealous pride, 

And Douglas, bent on woodland game, 

Spoke of the chase to Malcolm Graeme, 

Whose answer, oft at random made, 

The wandering of his thoughts betrayed. — 

Those who such simple joys have known, 

Are taught to prize them when they're gone*- 

But sudden, see, she lifts her head! 

The window seeks with cautious tread. 

What distant music has the power 

To win her in this woful hour! 

'Twas from a turret that o'erhung 

Her latticed bower, the strain was sung. 

XXIV. 
LAY OF THE IMPRISONED HUNTSMAN, 
My hawk is tired of perch and hood, 
My idle greyhound loathes his food, 
My horse is weary of his stall, 
And I am sick of captive thrall. 
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i wish E were as I have been, 
Hunting the hart in forests green. 
With bended bow and bloodhound free, 
For that's the life is meet for me. 

I hate to learn the ebb of time 
From yon dull steeple's drowsy chime, 
Or mark it as the sunbeams crawl, 
Inch after inch, along the wall. 
The lark was wont my matins ring. 
The sable rook my vespers sing ; 
These towers, although a king's they be> 
Have not a hall of joy for me. 

No more at dawning morn I rise, 
And sun myself in Ellen's eyes, 
Drive the fleet deer the forest through, 
And homeward wend with evening dew; 
A blithesome welcome blithely meet, 
And lay my trophies at her feet, 
While fled the eve on wing of glee— 
That life is lost to love and me ! 

XXV. 

The heart-sick lay was hardly said, 
The list'ner had not turned her head, 
It trickled still, the starting tear, 
When light a footstep struck her ear, 
And Sno wdoan's graoeM Knight was r 
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She turned the hastier, lest again 

The prisoner should renew his strain. 

" O welcome, brave Fits-James !" she said ; 

u How may an almost orphan maid 

Fay the deep debt" — " O say not so ! 

To me no gratitude you owe. 

Not mine, alas ! the boon to give, 

And bid thy noble father live; 

1 can but be thy guide, sweet maid, 

With Scotland's king thy suit to aid! 

Mo tyrant he, though ire and pride 

May lead his better mood aside. 

Come, Ellen, come! — 'tis more than time, 

He holds his court at morning prime."— 

With beating heart, and bosom wrung. 

As to a brother's arm she clung. 

Gently he dried the falling tear, 

And gently whispered hope and cheer; 

Her faltering steps half led, half staid, 
"hrongh gallery (air and high arcade, 
111, at his touch, its wings of pride 
portal arch unfolded wide. 

XXVI. 

thin 'twas brilliant all and light, 

ironging scene of figures bright; 

owed on Ellen's denied sight, 

4ien the setting sun has given 

thousand hues to summer even, 

18 



£03 LADY OF THE LAO. 

And from their time fancy frame* 
Aerial knights and fairy dames, 
atili by Ftta-James her footing staid; 
A lew faint itepa the forward made, 
Then alow her drooping head she raised 
And fearful round the presence gazed; 
Tor him she sought, who owned this ate 
The dreaded prince whose will was fate 
She gazed on many a princely port, 
Might well have ruled a royal court; 
On many a splendid garb she gazed — 
Then turned bewildered and amazed, 
For all stood bare: and, in the room, 
Fitz- James alone wore cap and plume i 
To him each lady's look was lent, 
On him each courtier's eye was bent; 
Midst furs and silks and jewels sheen, 
He stood, in simple Lincoln green, 
The centre of the glittering ring 
And Snowdoun's Knight is Scotland's 1 

XXVII. 

Aa wreath of snow on mountain breast 
Slides from the rock that gave it rest, 
Poor Ellen glided from her stay. 
And at the Monarch's feet she lay; 
No word her choking voice commaodi 
She showed the ring— ahe clasped her 
O! not a moment could he brook, 
.Tbe generous prince! thai BBppT»w\V 
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vently he raised her— and the while 

Checked with a glance the circle's smile ; 

Sraceful, but grave, her brow he kissed, 

tnd bad** her terrors be dismissed ; — 

: Yes, Fair, the wandering poor Fitz-James 

The fealty of Scotland claims, 

To him thy woes, thy wishes, bring ; 

le will redeem his signet ring. 

ksk nought for Douglas ; — yester evea, 

lis prince and he have much forgiven : 

Vrong hath he had from slanderous tongue., 

, from his rebel kinsman, wrong. 

We would not to the vulgar crowd 

field what they craved with clamour loud ; 

Calmly we heard and judged his cause, 

Dur council aided and our laws. 

' stanched thy father's death-feud stern, 

iVith stout De Vaux and gray Glencairn ; 

knd Bothwell's Lord henceforth we own 

tlie friend and bulwark of our Throne.— 

tat, lovely infidel, how now ? 

What clouds thy misbelieving brow ? 

Lord James of Douglas, lend thine aid ; 

rhou must confirm this doubting maid."— ^ 

XXVIII. 
rhen forth the noble Douglas sprung, 
and on his neck his daughter hung, 
rhe Monarch drank, that happy boat, 
ne sweetest, bolieat draught of power — 
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When it cm say, with godlike voice, 

Arise, sad Virtue, and rejoice ! 

Yet would not James the general eye 

On nature'! raptures long should pry ; 

He stepped between — " nay, Douglas, nay, 

Steal not my proselyte away ! 

The riddle lis my right to read, 

That brought this happy chance to speed.— 

Tes, Ellen, when disguised I stray, 

In liTe's mora low but happier way, 

'Tis under name which veils my power, 

Nor falsely veils— for Stirling's tower 

Of yore the name of Snowdoun claims, 

And Normans call me James FiU-Jamei. 

Thus watch I o'er insulted laws, 

Thus learn to right the injured cause," 

Then in a tone apart and low, 

— " Ah, little trajt'ress ! none must know 

What idle dream, what lighter thought) 

What vanity full dearly bought, 

'.dart witchcraft, drew 
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XXIX. 

"nil wel! th» conscious maiden guessed, 
He pro!«-il tut weakness of her breast ; 



I li^iiitamr of liti lean for Gncme. 

And more she deemed tiir monarch i ire 

Eiudlfd zaiaP. nim. trim for Ler tire, 

Reuellioii! Iinwdsn ord boldly drew , 

And lo Lit ™rierou> ieelinc true, 

She craved fci* pact of Roderick Phu.— 

■-Forbear lt:y sui' . — the Kin; of Kings 

AIoik chi. s'.i'v iiit'.- [ihrtinc nings. 

I kuow hit heart. I know Li.- band. 

Hive shared hi_> che^r. and proved his braui 

My fairesl twld-m would I five 

To hid Cluu-Alpiui ■ » Chieftain live :— 

Han thou no olliKr boon so crave ■ 

Bo other captive friend ;:- save : — 

BnJi iig (he lurcn-d herfriim '.he King. 

lad to the Duuzlas pave u.t ring, 



kalitaitied bei ijiowine cheeL— 
BV pledg* '■•»■' lost it* force, 




—And at the word, 
to Scotland's Lord. 

suppliant sues, 
'.hum her due*.. 
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And sought, amid tby faithful clan, 
A refuge for an outlawed man, 
Dishonouring thus thy loyal name—. 
Fetters and warder for the Gram* !" 
His chain of gold the King unstrung, 
The links o'er Malcolm's neck he flung, 
Then gently drew the glittering band, 
And laid the clasp on Ellen's hand. 



HARP of the North, farewell ! The hills grow dark 

Chi purple peaks a deeper shade descending *, 
In twilight copse the glow-worm lights her spark} 

The deer, half seen, are to the covert wending. 
Resume thy wizard elm ! the fountain lending, 

And the wild breeze, thy wilder minstrelsy; 
Thy numbers sweet with nature's vespers blending, 

With distant echo from the fold and lea, 
And herd-boy's evening pipe, and hum of housing bee. 

Yet, once again, fere well, thou minstrel Harp; 

Yet, once again, forgive my feeble sway, 
And little reck I of the censure sharp, 

May idly cavil at an idle lay. 
Much have I owed thy strains on lifeto long way, 

Through secret woes the world has never known, 
When on the weary night dawned wearier day, 

And bitterer was the grief devoured alone. 
That I o'erlive such woes, Enchantress ! is thine own. 

Bark ! as my lingering footsteps alow retire— 
6tane£jiu4toftheAfruaA*ri^1ib3tt^ 
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Tto now a 8eraah bold, with touch of fire, 
Tb now the broth of Fairy'i frolkk wing; 

Borodt ng now, the dying numbers ring 
Fainter and fidnter down the ragged defl, 

And now the inovataui breezes scarcer/ bring" 
A wandering witch-note of the distant ipeU— 

Andnow,^aita<antEneliantre8a > 6tfetheewen! 
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CANTO FIRST. 



Note I. 

— — The heights of Uam-var, 

And routed the cavern where 'tie told 

A giant made his den ofobL—F. 14. 

P i far, as die name is pronounced, or more property Uaigh- 

aw, is a mountain to the north-east of the Tillage of Callander 

t» Meateith, deriving its name, which signifies the great den, 

* cavern, from a sort of retreat among the rocks on the sooth 

ride, said by tradition to have been the abode of a giant In 

fetter tines It was the refuge of robbers and banditti, who 

■are been only extirpated within these forty or fifty years. 

Strictly speaking, this strong hold is not a cave, as the name 

toMrid imply, but a sort of small enclosure, or recess, surround-' 

•i. with targe rocks, and open above head. It may have been ' 

«riginaHy designed as a toil for deer, who might get in from 

the outside, bat would find it difficult to return. This opinion 

fievails among the old sportsmen and deer stalkers in the 

neighbourhood. 

Note II. 
Two dogs of black St. Hubert's breed, 
tfcmatekedfor courage, breath and apetd.— ^ . 15. 
■*n—*—*whUk we csli Saint Huberts bouTt^txecoA- 
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monly all blacke, yet neuertheless, their race is so mingl 
these days, that we find them of all colours. These ai 
hounds which the abbots of St Hubert haae always kept so 
their race or kind, in honour or remembrance of the saint, * 
was a hunter with St. Eustace. Whereupon we may com 
that (by the grace of God) all good huntsmen shall follow 
Into paradise. To returne unto my former purpose, this 
•f dogges, bathe beene dispersed thorough the countri 
Henault, Lorayne, Flaunders, and Burgoyne. They are m 
of body, neuerthelesse their legges are low and short; liki 
they are not swift, although they be very good of sent, ha: 
ehaces whkh are farre straggled, fearing neither wata 
cold, and doe more couet the ehaces that smell, as foxes, 
and such u>e, than other, because they find themselues nc 
•f swiftness nor courage to hunt and kill the ehaces thi 
fighter and swifter. The bloodhounds of this colour p 
food, especially those that are cole-blacke, but I make no | 
account to breede on them, or to keepe the kind, and yet 1 1 
a booke which a hunter did dedicate to a prince of Lou 
which seemed to tone hunting much, wherein wasab 
which the same hunter gaue to his bloodhound, called 8 
Urd, whkh was white : 

My name came first from holy Hubert's race) 
Souyllard my sire, a hound of singular grace* 

Whereupon, we may presume, that some of the kind pi 
white sometimes, but they are not of the kind of the On 
or Bouxes, which we haue at these dayes."— The Noble J 
Veneris or Hunting, translated and collected for theme q 
Jfohlemen and Gentlemen, Load. 161 1. 4. p. 16. 

Notem. 
For the dcath*eoo%nd\ and death-halloo, 
Muttered his breath, his vthinyard drew— P. lfc 
When the stag turned to boy, the tautens. Yauftss'V* 
JfefiloaB (ok of going 1b upon, «nd ttWag w ttsft* 
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desperate animal. At certain times of the year this was held 
particularly dangerous, a wound received from a stag's horns 
being then deemed poisonous, and more dangerous than one 
from the tusks of a boar, as the old rhyme testifies : 

If thou be hurt with hart it brings thee to thy bier, 
But barber's hand will bore's hurt heal, thereof thou needst 
not fear. 

At all times, however, the task was dangerous, and to be ad- 
ventured upon wisely and warily, either by getting behind the 
stag while he was gazing on the hounds, or by watching an op- 
portunity to gallop roundly in upon him, and kill him with 
Ike sword. See many directions to this purpose in the Book 
af Hunting, ch. 41. Wilson, the historian, has recorded a pro- 
vidential escape which befell him in this hazardous sport, 
wUle a youth and follower of the earl of Essex. 

"Sir Peter Lee, of Lime, in Cheshire, invited my lord one 
■wimer to hunt the stagg. And having a great stagg in chace, 
and many gentlemen hi the pursuit, the stagg took soyle. And 
Avers, whereof I was one, alighted and stood with swords 
drawne, to have a cut at him, at his coming out of the water. 
The staggs there, being wonderfully fierce and dangerous, 
made us youths more eager to be at him. But he escaped us 
all. And it was my misfortune to be hindered f my coming 
acre him, the way being sliperie, by a fall ; which gave occa- 
sion to some who did not know mee, to speak as if I hail falne 
for feare. Which l>ein -* told me, I left the stagg, and followed 
the gentleman who [first] spake it But I found him of that 
cold temper, that it seems his words made an escape from him ; 
■s by his denial and repentance it appeared. But this made 
nee more violent in pursuite of the stagg, to recover my repu- 
tation. And I liappened to be the only horseman in, when the 
dogs sett him up at bay *, and approaching nere him on horse- 
backe, hee broke through the dogs, and run at mee^aivd torn 
■7 horse** aide with his homes, close by my Inigu. Tu«u\. 
Itbttdmj bone, and grew more cunnine (for tie ion YslA. 

19 V 
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tettehim op againe,) stealing behind him with my (word, assl 
cut his ham-strings; and then got upon his back, and cut bit 
throat; which, as I was doing, the company came in, and 
blamed my rashness for running such a hazard."— -PecP* Dro- 
dtrata Curiosa, II. 464. 

Note IV. 
And now to issue from the glen 
No pathway meets the wanderer's fctn, 
Unless he climb, with footing nice, 
■ A far projecting precipice v— P. 20. 
Until the present road was made through the romantic pan 
which I have presumptuously attempted to describe in the 
preceding stanzas, there was no mode of issuing out of the 
defile, called the Trosachs, excepting by a sort of ladder, com- 
posed of the branches and roots of the trees* 

Note V. 
To meet with highland plunderers Here, 
Were worse than loss of steed or deer.—-}?. 28. 
The clans who inhabited the romantic regions in the neigh' 
btrarhood of Loch-Katrine, were, even until a late period, 
much addicted to predatory excursions upon their lowland 
neighbours. 

"In former times, those parts of this district, which are 
situated beyond the Grampian range, were rendered almost 
inaccessible, by strong barriers of rocks and mountains, and 
lakes. It was a border country, and though on the very verge 
of the low country, it was almost totally sequestered from the 
world, and, as it were, insulated with respect to society. 

u Tls well known, that, in the highlands, it was, in former 
times, accounted not only lawful, but honourable among hos- 
tile tribes, to commit depredations on one another ; and these 
habits of the age were perhaps strengthened in this dlstrH, 
by rhe circumstances which have been mentioned. It bor- 
dered on a country, the inhabitants of vAAch*, while they were 
rteker, were less warlike than tte},wvW\As\i tt&ereDM&Vi 
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and manner*."— Graham 1 * Skttchet of Scenery in 
kikhx. Edin. 1806. p. 97. 

ie reader will therefore be pleased to remember, that the 
9 of All poem i* laid in a time 

When tooming faulds, or sweeping of a glen 
Bad still been held the deed of gallant men. 

Note VI. 
A g rmjf H a i r e d sire, whose eye intent, 
Wmton the visitned future bent*—V, 28. 
force or evidence could authorize as to believe facts in- 
IsHnt with the general laws of nature, enough might be 
need in favour of the existence of the Second Sight. It 
Used in Gaelic Tauhitaraugh, from Tetuk, an unreal or 
Lowy appearance ; and those possessed of the faculty are 
sd Tmuhatrin, which may be aptly translated visionaries, 
tin, a steady believer in the second sight, gives the foUow- 
iccountofit: 

rhe second sight is a singular faculty of seeing an other- 
Invisible object, without any previous means used by the 
on that uses it for that end; the vision makes such a lively 
vsalon upon the seers, that they neither see, nor think of 
thing else, except the vision, as long as it continues ; and 
they appear pensive or jovial, according to the object 
:fc was represented to them. 

it the sight of a vision, the eyelids of the person are 
ted, and the eyes continue staring, until the object vanish. 
i is obvious to others who are by, when the persons happen 
je a vision, and occurred more than once to my own ob» 
atfton, and to others that were with me. 
rhere is one in Side, of whom his acquaintance observed, 
when he sees a vision, the inner part of his eyelids turns 
ir upwards, that after the object disappears, he must draw 
a down with his fingers, and sometime* evmetort tfbaxt 
mw them down, which lieibadstobetheinug\\fmn<wc'wig|. 
m*&aJtjofth*9mxmdBixht4mv^}tou&* 
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in a family, at some imagine, for I know several parent* who 
are endowed with it, but their children not, and vice venm ; 
■either is it acquired by any previous compact. And, after a 
strict inquiry, I could never learn, that this faculty was com- 
municable any way whatsoever. 

u The seer knows neither the object, time, nor place of a 
vision, before it appears ; and the same object is often seen by 
different persons, living at a considerable distance from one 
another. The true way of judging as to the time and circum- 
stance of an object, is by observation *, for several persons of 
judgment, without this (acuity, are more capable to Judge of 
the design of a vision, than a novice that is a seer. If an ob- 
ject appear in the day or night, it will come to pass sooner or 
later accordingly. 

** If an object is seen early in a morning (which is not fre- 
quent) it will be accomplished in a few hours afterwards. If 
at noon, it will commonly be accomplished that very day. If 
in the evening, perhaps that night*, if after candles be lighted, 
it will be accomplished that night : the latter always in accom- 
plishment, by weeks, months, and sometimes years, according 
to the time of night the vision is seen. 

a When a shroud is perceived about one, it is a sure prog- 
nostic of death : the time is judged according to the height of 
it about the person ; for if it is not seen above the middle, death 
is not to be expected for the space of a year, and perhaps some 
months longer ; and as it is frequently seen to ascend higher 
towards the head, death is concluded to be at hand within a 
few days, if not hours, as daily experience confirms. Exast- 
ples of this kind were shown me, when the persons of whom 
the observations were then made enjoyed perfect health. 

<* One instance was lately foretold by a seer that was a no- 
vice, concerning the death of one of my acquaintance} tMf 
was communicated to a few only, and with great confidence: 
I being one of the number, did not in the least regard h, until 
the death of the person about the time foretold, did confirm me 
of the certainty of the predtefton. T\» wwwt \&ecttm«l 
above, is now a skilful tew, tt ttpneut formtr-fl^tes^ 
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•at; he lire* la the perish of St Mary's, the most northern in 
SUe. 

"If a woman Is seen standing at a man's left hand, it is a 
presage that she will be his wife, whether they be married to 
•men, or unmarried at the time of the apparition. 

"If two or three women are seen at once near a man's left 
hud, she that is next him will undoubtedly be his wife first, 
nd so on, whether all three, or the man, be single or married 
atthe time of the vision or not *, of which there are several lata 
{■stances among those of my acquaintance. It is an ordinary 
thing for them to see a man that is to come to the house shortly 
; and if he b not of the seer's acquaintance, yet he gives 
a lively description of his stature, complexion, habit, he. 
mat upon bis arrival he answers the character given him la 
all respects. 
"If the person so appearing be one of the seer's aeqnaint- 
he will tell his name, as well as other particulars) and he 
ten by bis countenance whether he conies in a good or bad 



"I have been seen thus myself by seers of both sexes, at 
some hundred miles distance*, some that saw me in this mea- 
asr, had never seen me personally, and it happened according 
to their visions, without any previous design of mine to go to> 
those places, my coming there being purely accidental. 

"It is ordinary with them to see houses, gardens, and trees 
h places void of all three; and this in p ro g res s of time uses to 
be accomplished: as at Bfagshot, in die isle of Sale, where 
than were bat a few sorry cow-houses, thatched with straw, 
fit In a very lew years after, the vision, which appeared often, 
s*as accomplished, by the building of several good bouses oa 
he very spot represented by the seers, and by the planting of 
wdaards there. 

"To see a spark of fire fall upon one's arm or breast, Is a 
brerunner of a dead child to beeeen in the arms of those por- 
ous; of which there are several fresh Inrtance*. 
"To&ee m sear tmptj at the time of one 1 * tUti** \aA\\» *. 

ofil*tpenon f $dMtbmxmw&u+ *m 
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Note I. 

— — The heights of Uamoar y 

And routed the cavern where Hie told 

AgiantmmdekudenofoUL—F.U. 
Ba-var, as the name is pronounced, or more property Uedgh- 
r,lt a mountain to the north-east of the village of Callander 
Mentefth, deriving its name, which signifies the great dm, 
cavern, from a sort of retreat among the rocks on the south 
te, said by tradition to have been the" abode of a giant In 
iter times it was the refuge of robbers and banditti, who 
eve been only extirpated within these forty or fifty years. 
ricdy speaking, this strong hold is not a cave, as the name 
Mid imply, but a sort of small enclosure, or recess, surround- ' 
I with large rocks, and open above head. It may have been ' 
(giaaUy designed as a toil for deer, who might get in from 
e outside, but would find it difficult to return. This opinion 
mils among the old sportsmen and deer stalkers In the 
aghbourhood. 

Note II. 
**«» d»gt of blade St. Hubert's breed, 
h J^T Ue * ed ^ or wog*, hrtath and tpced.—Y. VS. 
*"■***** "^call Saint Hubert's feouix^ ***<***' 
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stranger Ids name or Uncage, before he had taken refreshment 
Fends were so frequent among them, that a contrary rue 
would, In many eases, have produced the discovery of some 
circumstance, which might have excluded the guest from the 
benefit of the assistance he stood in need of. 



NoteX. 
• And sfiS a harp tauten, 



Filled up thetympkony eetoeen^-P. 34. 
a They (meaning the highlanders) delighte much in muslcke, 
out chiefly in harps and clairschoes of their own fashion. The 
strings of their ehdrsehoes are made of brass-wire, and the 
strings of the harps of sinews) which strings they strike either 
with their nayles, growing long, or else with an instrument 
appointed for that use. They take great pleasure to decke 
their harps and clairschoes with silver and precious stones} 
the poore ones that cannot attayne hereto, deck them with 
christ a ll . They sing verses prettily compound, contayning (for 
the most part) prayses of valiant men. There is not almost any 
other argument whereof their rhymes intreat They speak 
the ancient French language, altered a little."*—-" The harp 
and clairschoes are now heard of in ancient song only in the 
highlands. At what period these instruments ceased to be 
used, is not on record} and tradition is silent on this bead. 
But as Irish harpers occasionally visited the highlands and- 
western isles till lately, {he harp might have been extant so late 
as the middle of ihe present century. Thus far we know, that 
from remote times down to the present, harpers were received 
as welcome guests, particularly in the highlands of Scotland i 
and so late as the latter end of the sixteenth century, as appears 
by the above quotation, the harp was in common use among 
the natives of the western isles. How it happened that the 
noisy and inharmonious bagpipe banished the soft and expret* 



* FuU u Certeyne matters conoerwvaf ike reaVrnt of Sc dft gd, 
4* as tAey mere anno JDomini lSSfl. fcv*&. *W «J»* 
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xpt we cannot say; bat certain it it, that the bagpipe if 
» only initrmnent that obtains universally in the high- 
Istricts."— CmmpbelP* Journey through North BriUm, 
1808. 4to. 1. 17& 

9mm, of Edinburgh, has lately pnbliibed a curious ea- 
rn the harp and harp mafic of the Highlands of Soot- 
That the instrument was once in common use there, h) 
•ertain. Cleland numbers an acquaintance with it 
the few accomplishments which his satire allows te 
inlanders;— 

In nothing they're accounted sharp* 
Bxcept in bag-pipe or in harp. 



NOTES 



TO 



CANTO SECOND, 



Note I. 
Morn 1 ! genial influence round a mbutrei g r ay * P. 41* 

That Highland chieftains, to a late period, retained in A* 
service the bard, as a family officer, admits of very easy prosfc 
The author of the letters from Scotland, an officer of engineer* 
quartered at Inverness about 1720, who certainly cannot to 
deemed a favourable witness, gives the following aceoustsf 
the office, and of a bard whom he heard exercise Ids talent ff 
recitation. 

«Thebardbskmedinthegeiie«logyofaUthehignlaad*V 
milies, sometimes preceptor to the young laird, cel e b r ate s, h 
Irish verse, the original of the tribe, the famous warllse w,ll— 
of the successive beads, and sings his own lyricks as an eatsfe 
to the chief, when indisposed for sleep; but podti are art 
equally esteemed and honoured in all countries. I happens! 
to be a witness of the dishonour done to the muse, at the hoe* 
of one of the chiefs, where two of these bards were set at ■ 
good distance, at the lower end of a long table, withaparceld 
hlghlanrters of no extraordinary appearance, over a cup of at* 
Foot inspiration ! 

"They were not asked to dr\x&fc£\w»ot ViMfc«i<»rtabto 
though the whole company cowtateft. wftj <&fe* »jpt*«i 
one of his new relations, and tajicVL 
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"After some Jittle time, the chief ordered one of them to 
sing me a highland song. The bard readily obeyed, and with 
a hoarse voice, and in a tone of few various notes, began, as I 
was told, one of his own lyricks *, and when he had proceeded 
to the fourth and fifth stanza, I perceived by the names of 
several persons, glens, and mountains, which I had known or 
heard of before, that it was an account of some clan battle. 
Bat in bis going on, the chief (who piques himself upon his 
school-learning) at some particular passage bid him cease, and 
cried out, 'There's nothing like that in Virgil or Ifomer.' 
I bowed, and told him I believed so. This, you may believe, 
was very edifying and delightful."— Letter* from Scotland, 
IL 167. 

Note II. 
The Grr*me.—V. AS. 



The ancient and powerful family of Graham (which, for 
metrical reasons, is here spelled after the Scottish pronuncia- 
tion) held extensive possessions in the counties of Dunbarton 
ood Stirling. Few families can boast of more historical re* 
sown, having claim to three of the most remarkable characters 
in the Scottish annals. Sir John the Graeme, the faithful and 
undaunted partaker of the labours and patriotic warfare of 
Wallace, fell in the unfortunate field of Falkirk, in 1298. The 
celebrated Marquis of Montrose, in whom De Ilets saw real- 
ised his abstract idea of the heroes of antiquity, was the se- 
cond of these worthies. And, notwithstanding the severity of 
■is temper, and the rigour with which he executed the op- 
pressive mandates of the princes whom he served, I do not 
hesitate to name as the third, John Gmliome, of Claverhouse, 
Viscount of Dundee, whose heroic death in the arms of victory, 
be allowed to cancel the memory of his cruelty to the non- 
, during the reigns of Charles II. and James II. 



Note in. 
TAu Jkarp which trrt Saint Modan nwtyedj— "V. Aft. 
/em pot prepared to show that Saint Rodonwus &?ecCcivw 

20 
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f r on the harp. It was, however, no unsaintly arcomplishme 
for Saiut Dunstan certainly did play upon that instrunv 
which retaining, as was natural, a portion of the sanctity 
tarhed to its master's character, announced future events 
its spontaneous sound. u But labouring once in these met 
nic arts for a devout malrone that had sett him on worke, 
violl that hung by him on the wall, of its owne accord, wi 
out anie man's helpe, distinctly sounded tliis anthime: Q 
dent in call* anima sanctorum qui Ckristi vestigia sunt sea 
et quia pro cius amort sanguinem suumfuderunt,ideoeumCi 
to gavdent in mturnum. Whereat all the corapanie being mi 
astonislied, turned their eyes from beboulding him worki 
to lookc on that strange accident." — u Not long after, mani< 
the court that hitherunto had born a kind of fayned friends 
towards him, began now greatly to envie at his progresse i 
rising in goodness, using manie crooked backbiting meanei 
duTame his vertues with the black markes of hypocrisies, i 
the better to authorise their calumnie, they brought in i 
that happened in the violl, affirming it to nave been done 
art magic What more ? this wicked rumour encreased da, 
till the king and others of the nubilitie taking hold ther 
Dunstan grew odious in their sight. Therefore he resolvei 
leaue the court, and goe to Elphegus, surnaroed the Baki,t 
bishop of Winchester, who was his cozen. Which his enea 
understanding, they layd wayte for him in the way, and I 
ing thrown him off his horse, beate him, and draged hii 
the durt in the most miserable manner, meaning to hauesk 
him, had not a coinpauie of mastiue dogges, that came unit 
uppon them, defended and redeemed him frbnj their crue 
When with sorrow he was ashamed to see dogges more 
mane than they. And giuing thankes to Almightie God 
sensibly againe perceaued that the tunes of his violl bad 
uen him a warning of future accidents." Flower oftksL 
of the most renowned Saincts of England, Scotland) and 
land, by the R. Father HWromc Porter. \i^Nws. 1 \S32 > 4to.T( 
1. p. 438, 
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The fame supernatural circumstance is alluded to by the 
anonymous author of u Grim, the Collier of Croydon." 
* ■ -[Dunstan's harp sounds on the wall.] 

Forrest. Hark, hark, my lord, the holy abbot's harp 
Sounds by itself so hanging on the wall ! 

Dnnttsm. Unhallowed man, that scorn'st the sacred read, 
Bark, how the testimony of my truth 
Bounds heavenly music with an angel's hand, 
To testify Dunstan's integrity, 
And prove thy active boast of no effect" 

Note IV. 
Ere Douglasses, to ruin driven, 
Were exiled/rom their native heaven*— Y. 46. 
The downfal of the Douglasses of the house of Angus, dur- 
ing the reign of James V. is the event alluded to in the text. 
The Earl of Angus, it will be remembered, had married the 
qu een dowager, and availed himself of the right wliich he thus 
acquired, as well as of his extensive power, to retain the king 
In a sort of tutelage, which approached very near to captivity. 
Several open attempts were made to rescue James from this 
thraldom, with which he was well known to be deeply dis- 
puted * } but the valour of the Douglasses, and their allies, gave 
them the victory in every conflict. At length, the king, while 
redding at Falkland, contrived to escape by night out of his 
own court and palace, and rode full speed to Stirling Oastlc, 
where the governor, who was of the opposite faction, joyfully 
received him. Being thus at liberty, James speedily summon- 
ed around him such peers as lie knew to be most inimical to 
the domination of Angus, and laid his complaint before them, 
says Pitscottie, u with great lamentations : showing to them 
how he was hoklen in subjection, thir years bygone, by the 
Earl of Angus, and his kin and friends, who oppressed the 
whole country, and spoiled it under the pretence of justice and 
Us authority ; and had slain many of his Hege%,Wa&vcvcu^wV 
trieodg, because they would have had it mended at VY\evc Yu&M&Vt 
*Mtput km at liberty, as he ought to have been, n& tae oaw 
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tel of his whole lords, and not have been subjected and cor- 
rected with no particular men, by the rest of his noblai: 
Therefore, said he, I desire my lords, that I may be satisfied af 
the said earl, bis kin, and friends; for I avow, that Scotitaa 
shall not hold us both, while (t. t. till) I be revenged on Ida 
and bis. 

M The lords hearing the king's complaint and lamentation) 
and also the great rage, fury, and malace, that he bore toward 
the Earl of Angus, his kin and friends, they concluded all and 
thought it best, that he should be summoned to underlay Ike 
law j if he fand not caution, nor yet compear himself, that at 
should be put to the horn, with all his kin and friends, so many 
as were contained in the letters. And further, the lords or- 
dained, by advice of his majesty, that his brother and friends 
should be summoned to find caution to underlay the law within 
a certain day, or else be put to the horn. But the earl appeared 
not, nor none for him ; and so he was put to die horn, with all 
his kin and friends : so many as were contained in the sum- 
mons, that compeared not, were banished, and holden traitors 
to the king."— Lindsay of PiUcottW* History of Scotland* 
Edinburgh, fol. p. 142. 

Note V. 
In Holy Rood a knight he sZemr— P. 49. 

This was by no means an uncommon occurrence in the court 
of Scotland } nay, the presence of the sovereign himself scarcely 
restrained the ferocious and inveterate feuds which were the 
perpetual source of bloodshed among the Scottish nobility. 
The following instance of the murder of Sir George Stuart, of 
Ochiltree, called The Bloody, by the celebrated Francis Earl of 
Bothwell, may be produced among many j but as the offense 
given in the royal court will hardly bear a vernacular transla- 
tion, I shall leave the story in Johnstone's Latin, referring fat 
further particulars to the naked simplicity of BirrelPs Diary* 
30th July, 1588. 

u Mors improbi fcominu uon tarn \p»a VHcrwmXa^ <£MMt yj wftss 
exempli in jpuWicuw /cede pcrpetrata. GviufcwM* ^""^ J^ 
kUtriv*, Arcad /roter, natura. oc wwribw^oix* »«F"» 
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vulgo propter aitim sanguinis sanguinarius dictua, a Bothvtlio y 
in Semctm Cruris Regia,exar<Uscente ira, mendaciiprohro lacessi 
ba oojctrnum osculum libtrivs retorqtu-lut ; Uothvclius hanc con- 
psmeliam tacitua tulit, aed ingenttm irarum molem animo conce- 
pt. Utrinque poatridie Edinburgh convent um, totidem nutnero 
esmitibus armatia, prcea ; dii causa, et ocritrr pugnotum est ; ea- 
ten* omida et clientibus metu torptntibua, out vi abatcrritiSf ipse 
8tu*rtua fbrtiasime dimicat, tandem errusao gladio a Bothvelio, 
SSj/tUeu fcriiate transfoditur, sine cujuaquam miacricordia: ha- 
Udt itaque quemdcbv.it evitum. Dignuaerat Stuartua qui paten- 
ter : Botkveliua quifaceret. Vulgua aangv in em sangu ine pradi- 
eaaat, el korum cruort innocuorum manibua tgn gie parentalum, 1 * 
—R, Joknatoni Hiatoria Rerum Britannicm-uui^ ab anno 1572, 
ad annum 1628. Amstelodami 1655, fol. p. 135. 

Note VI. 
——Brackfinn'a thundering rocroe.— P. 51. 
This is a beautiful cascade made at a place called the Bridge 
ef Dracklinn, by a mountain stream called the Kcltie, about a 
mile from the village of Callander, in Mentcith. Above a 
chasm where the brook precipitates itself from a height of at 
least fifty feet, there is thrown, for the convenience of the 
neighbourhood, a rustic foot bridge, of about three feet in 
breadth, and without ledges, which is scarcely to be crossed by 
a stranger without awe and apprehension. 

Note VTI. 
The Dftifrlts^ like aatri-ken deer t 
Disowned 1 y every noble pier. — F. 49. 
The exile state of this powerful race Is not exaggerated in 
this and sulwequent passages. The hatred of James against 
die race of Douglas was so inveterate, that numerous as their 
allies were, and disregarded as the regal authority had usually 
been in similar caso, their nearest friends, even in the most 
remote i«rts of Scotland, durst noi entertain them, mvless uu- 
der the tlrictest am! closest disguise. .la ,- nes Dou^Vaa, wm v& 
Ae banished earl cfAngui, nfrrrwanls wvN aAUVwruAsy ^tofc VN^* 

HO* 
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of emrl of Morton, lurked, during the exile of bis family, in the 
north of Scotland, under the assumed name of James lanes, 
otherwise, James the Grieve, (i. e. Reve or Bailiff.) " And as 
hetrare the name," says Godscroft, u so did he also execute the 
office of a grieve or overseer of the lands and rents, the corn 
and cattle of him with whom he lived." From the habits of 
frugality and observation, wbich he acquired in this humble 
situation, the historian traces that intimate acquaintance with 
popular character, which enabled him to rise so high in the 
state, and that honourable economy by which he repaired and 
established the shattered estates of Angus and Mortoiu— J5fi*- 
twry of the House of Douglas, Edinburgh, 1743, VoL II. p. 160. 

Note VIII. 
Maronnan's cell. — P. 51. 
The parish of Kilmaronock,at the eastern extremity of Loch* 
Lomond, derives its name from a cell or chapel, dedicated to 
Saint Maronoch, or Marnoch, or Maronan, about whose sanc- 
tity very little is now remembered. There is a fountain de- 
voted to him in the same parish, but its virtues, like the merits 
Of its patron, have fallen into oblivion. 

Note IX. 
For Tyne-man forged by fairy lore. — P. 52. 
Archibald, the third carl of Douglas, was so unfortunate in 
all his enterprises, that he acquired the epithet of Tincma*y 
because he tined or lost his followers in every battle which he 
fought. lie was vanquished, as every reader must remember, 
in the bloody battle of Homildon-hill, near Wooler, where he 
himself lost an eye, and was made prisoner by Hotspur. He 
was no less unfortunate when allied with Percy, being wound- 
ed and taken at the battle of Shrewsbury. He was so unsuc- 
cessful in an attempt to besiege Roxburgh Castle, that it was 
called the Foul Raid, or disgraceful expedition. Hit ill for- 
tune left him indeed at the battle of Beauge, in France } bat it 
was only to return with double emphasis at the subsequent ac- 
tion of Vernoii, the last and most uxAucVj oltY&a «Dftwno«s%0* 
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which he fell, with the flower of the Scottish chivalry, then 
serving as auxiliaries in France, and about two thousand com- 
mon soldiers, A. D. 1424. 

NoteX. 
Did, sdfwiscabbardcd, foreshow 
Tke footstep of a secret foe.— P. 52. 
The ancient warriors, whose hope and confidence rested 
chiefly in their blades, were accustomed to deduce omens from 
them, especially from such as were supposed to have been fa- 
bricated by enchanted skill, of which we have various instances 
in the romances and legends of the time. The wonderful 
•word Skqtfnung, wielded by the celebrated Hrolf Kraka, was 
of this description. It was deposited in the tomb of the mo- 
narch at his death, and taken from thence by Skeggo, a cele- 
brated pirate, who bestowed it upon his son-in-law, Kormak, 
with the following curious directions : " The manner of using 
it will appear strange to you. A small bag is attached to it, 
which, take heed not to violate. Let not the rays of the sun 
teach the upper part of the handle, nor unsheath it unless thou 
art ready for battle. But, when thou corniest to the place of 
fight, go aside from the rest, grasp and extend the sword, and 
breathe upon it. Then a small worm will creep out of the 
handle : lower the handle that he may more easily return into 
it" Kormak, after having received the sword, returned home 
to his mother, lie showed the sword, and attempted to draw 
It, as unnecessarily as ineffectually, for he could not pluck it 
e«t of the sheath. His mother Dalla exclaimed : u Do not 
despise the counsel given to thee, my son." Kormak, how- 
ever, repeating his efforts, pressed down the handle witn his 
feet, and tore off the bag, when Sttofnung emitted a hollow 
groan. But still he could not unsheathe the sword. Kormak 
then went out with Bessus, whom he had challenged to light 
with him, and drew apart at the place of combat, lie sat 
down upon the ground, and ungirding the sword, which he 
bore above his vestments, did not remember to %\uc\&\\*&\e&X 
from the njra of the sua. In vain he endeavoured to <&xvn v\„ 
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till he t placcd his foot against the hilt*, then the worm issued 
from it But Kormak did not rightly handle the weapon, in 
consequence whereof good fortune deserted it. As he un- - 
sheathed Skofnung, it emitted a hollow murmur." — Bartholini 
de Causis Contempt* a Danis adhvc Grtntilibu* Mortis, lAkri 
Tret Hafnia. 1689. 4to. p. 574. 

To the history of this sentient and prescient weapon, I beg 
leave to add, from memory, the following legend, for which I 
cannot produce any better authority. A young nobleman, of 
high hopes and fortune, chanced to lose his way in the town 
which he inhabited, the capital, if I mistake not, of a German 
province. He had accidentally involved himself among the 
narrow and winding streets of a suburb, inhabited by the 
lowest order of the people, and an approaching thunder 
shower determined him to ask for a short refuge in the most 
decent habitation that was near him. He knocked at the door,' 
which was opened by a tall man, of a grisly and ferocious as- 
pect, and sordid dress. The stranger was readily ushered to 
a chamber, where swords, scourges, and machines, which 
seemed to be implement? of torture, were suspended on the' 
wall. One of these swords dropt from its scabbard, as the no- 
bleman, after a moment's hesitation, crossed the threshold. 
Ills host immediately stared at him with such a marked ex. 
pression, that the young man could not help demanding his 
name and business, and the meaning of his looking at him so 
fixedly. " I am," answered the man, " the public executioner 
of this city: and the incident you have observed is a sure au. 
gury, that I shall, in discharge of my duty, one day cut ofl 1 
your head with the weapon which has just now spontaneously 
Unsheathed itself." The nobleman lost no time in leaving his 
place of refuge; but, engaging in some of the plots of the pe- 
riod, was shortly after decapitated by that very man and in- 
strument. 

Lord Lovat is said, by the author of the Letters from Scot- 
land, to have affirmed, that a number of swords that hung up 
in the ball of the mansion-house \ea\rcv\ of themselves out of 
the scabbard at the instant lie was Vjotyu '^\a svsyrs , *asawfc. 
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current among his clan, but, like that of the story I have just 
quoted, proved an unfortunate omen. — Letters from Scotland. 
VoL IL p. 214. 

NOTE XL 
— — -The Pibroch proud.— V. 54. 
The connoisseurs in pipe-music affect to discover in a wcll- 
eomposed pibroch, the imitative sounds of march,' conflict^ 
flight, pursuit, and all the " current of a heady fight." To thia 
opinion, Dr. Beattie has given his suffrage in the following; 
elegant passage : " A pibroch is a species of tune peculiar, I 
think, to the Highlands and western isles of Scotland. It ia 
performed on a bagpipe, and differs totally from all other mu- 
sic Its rythm is so irregular, and its notes, especially in the 
quick movement, so mixed and huddled together, that a stran- 
ger finds it impossible to reconcile his ear to it, so as to per- 
ceive its modulation. Some of these pibrochs, being intended 
Id re p r es e n t a battle, begin with a grave motion, resembling a 
i ; then gradually quicken into the onset ; run off with 
confusion, and turbulent rapidity, to imitate the conflict 
and pursuit; then swell into a few flourishes of triumphant 
Joy} and perhaps close with the wild and slow waitings of a 
funeral procession."— JEway t ©n Laughter and Ludicrous Com- 
jttotis*, Chap. III. Note. 

NOTE XII. 
Rodcrigh vick Alpine dhtu, ho ! ieroe /—P. 56. 
his ordinary name and surname, which were chiefly 
in his intercourse with the Lowlands, every Highland 
chief had an epithet expressive of his patriarchal dignity as 
head of the clan, and which was common to all his predeces- 
sors and successors, as Pharaoh to the kings of Egypt, or Ar- 
ssees to those of Parthla. This name was usually a patrony- 
sale expressive of his descent from the founder of the family. 
Taos the Duke of Argyle is called Mac CaUanmore, ot &e So* 
tfCt&n tit Great. Sometimes, however, it ts derYve&Vconu. 
distinctions, or the memory of some greadl to&*. 10hfj 
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Lord Seaforth, as chief of the Mackenzies, or Clan-KenneJ, 
hears the epithet of Caber-fae, or Zfacfc'5 Head, as represeata* 
lire of Colin Fitzgerald, founder of the family, who saved the 
Scottish king when endangered by a stag. But beside this 
title, which belonged to his office and dignity, the chieftain 
had usually another peculiar to himself, which distinguished 
him from the chieftains of the same race. This was sometimes 
derived from complexion, as dhu or roy ; sometimes from sise> 
as beg or more ; at other times, from some particular exploit, or 
from some peculiarity of habit or appearance. The line of tbf 
text therefore signifies, 

Black Roderick, the descendant of Alpine* 

The song itself is intended as an imitation of the.Mrromt, or 
boat-songs of the Highlanders, which were usually composed 
In honour of a favourite chief. They are so adapted as to keep 
time with the sweep of the oars, and it is easy to distinguish 
between those intended to be sung to the oars of a galley f 
where the stroke is lengthened and doubled as it were, and 
those which were timed to the rowers of an ordinary boat. 

Note XIII. 
The best of Lock-Lomond lie dead on her tide^—V. 67. 
The Lennox, as the district is called which encircles the lower 
extremity of Loch-Lomond, was peculiarly exposed to the in- 
cursions of the mountaineers, who inhabited the inaccessible 
fastnesses at the upper end of the lake, and the neighbouring 
district of Loch-Katrine. These were often marked by cir- 
cumstances of great ferocity, of which the noted conflict of 
Glen-fruin is a celebrated instance. This was a clan-battle, in 
which the Macgregors, headed by Allaster Macgregor, chief of 
the don, encountered the sept of Colquhouns commanded by 
Sir Humphry Colquhoun of Luss. It is on all hands allowed 
that the action was desperately fought, and that the Colon* 
houns were defeated with slaughter, YeaVva^ Vw^^NacAmA. <aC 
ttoeivname dead upon the fceld. Bux \*\KfinxVa&&a&> 
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i other horrors to the tale. It is said, that Sir Humpl 
lolquhoun, who was on horseback, escaped to the castle 
lenechra, or Bonachar, and was next day dragged out ai 
rardered by the victorious Macgrcgors in cold blood. Bi 
kanan of Auchmar, however, speaks of his slaughter as a sufc 
•qnent event, and as perpetrated by the Macfarlanes. Agaii 
f if reported that the Macgrcgors murdered a number oi 
ootht, whom report of the intended battle had brought to be 
peetators, and whom the Colquhouns, anxious for tlteir safety, 
ad shut op in a barn to be out of danger. One account of the 
lacgregors denies this circumstance entirely : another as- 
ribes h to the savage and blood-thirsty disposition of a single 
adividual, the bastard brother of the laird of Macgregor, who 
mused himself with this second massacre of the innocents, ia 
■press disobedience to the chief, by whom he was loft their 
-nardlan during the pursuit of the Colquhouns. It is added, 
nt Macgregor bitterly lamented this atrocious actiou, and 
lophesied the ruin which it must bring upon their ancient 
is. The following account of the conflict, which is indeed 
iwn up by a friend of the clan Gregor, is altogether silent 
the murder of the youths. u In the spring of the year 1602, 
•e happened great dissensions and troubles between tlie 
1 of Lux, chief of the Colquhouns, and Alexander laird of 
gregor. The original of these quarrels proceeded from 
•ies and provocations mutually given and received, not 
before. Macgregor, however, wanting to have them end- 
friendly conferences, marched at the head of two hundred 
dan, to Leven, which borders on Luss, his country, with 
v of settling matters by the mediation of friends : But 
ad no such intentions, and projected his measures with 
•ent view ; for he privately drew together a body of 300 
ad 500 foot, composed partly of his own clan and their 
*s,and partly of the Buchanans, his neighbours, and re- 
3 cut off .Macgregor and his party to a man, in case the 
the conference did not answer his incfixvaXVcm. "ft>JX 
?Uotherways than he expected*, and thou*gYvTft»!t*gt«'* 
erious uiibruntion of bis insidious de&g«m«X *2*" 
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•embling- bis resentment, he kept the appointment, and parted 
good friends in appearance. 

u No sooner was ho gone, than Lass, thinking to surprise 
him and his party in full security, and without any dread or 
apprehension of his treachery, followed with all speed, and 
came up with him at a place called Glcnfroon. Maegregor, 
upon the alarm, divided his men into two parties, the greatest 
part whereof he commanded himself, and the other he oommhV 
ted to the care of his brother John, who by his orders, led then 
about another way, and attacked the Colquhouns in flank. Here 
it was fought with great bravery on both sides for a considera- 
ble time, and notwithstanding the vast disproportion of num- 
bers, Maegregor, in the end, obtained an absolute victory. So 
great was the rout, that 200 of the Colquhouns were left dead up- 
on the spot, most of the leading men were killed, and a multi- 
tude of prisoners taken. But what seemed most surprising and 
incredible in this defeat, was, that none of the Macgregors were 
missing, except John, the laird's brother, and one common fel- 
low, though indeed many of them were wounded." — Professor 
Ross's History of the family of Sutherland, 1631. 

The consequences of the battle of Glenfruin were very cala- 
mitous to the family of Maegregor, who had already been con- 
sidered as an unruly clan. The widows of the slain Colqu- 
houns, sixty, it is said, in number, appeared in doleful proces- 
■fam before the king at Stirling, each riding upon a white pal* 
firey, and bearing in her hand the bloody shirt of her husband 
displayed upon a pike. James VI. was so much moved by the 
complaints of this "choir of mournful dames, n that he let loose 
his vengeance against the Macgregors, without either bounds 
or moderation. The very narcc of the clan was proscribed, 
and those by whom it bad been borne were given up to sword 
and fire, and absolutely hunted down by bloodhounds like wild 
beasts. Argy le and the Campbells, on the >one hand, Montrose, 
with the Grahames and Buchanans on the other, are said to 
iutre been the chief instruments Vci aup\w*%%v&£ this devoted 
clan. The laird of Maegregor FurceufareA \o Wat tactuu., «a 
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condition that he would take him out of Scottish ground. But, 
to use Birrell's expression, he kept " a Highlandman's pro- 
mise f and, although he fulfilled his word to the letter by car- 
lying him as far as Berwick, he afterwards brought him back 
to Edinburgh, where he was executed with eighteen of his 
dan. BirreWt Diary, 2d October, 1603. The clan Gregor be- 
ing thus driven to utter despair, seem to have renounced the 
laws, from the benefit of which they were excluded, and their 
depredations produced new acts of council, confirming the 
severity of their proscription, which had only the effect of ren- 
dering them still more united and desperate. It is a most ex- 
traordinary proof of the ardent and invincible spirit of clan- 
ship, that notwithstanding the repeated proscriptions provi- 
dently ordained by the legislature " for the timeout preventing 
the disorders and oppression that may fall out by the said name 
and clan of Macgregors, and their followers," they were in 
1715 and 1745 a potent clan, and continue to subsist as a dis- 
tinct and numerous race. 

Note XIV. 
■ The king's vindictive pride 
Boasts to have tamed the Border-tide. — P. G4. 
In 1529 James V. made a convention at Edinburgh, for the 
purpose of considering the best mode of quelling the Border 
robbers, who, during the license of his r duority, and the trou- 
bles which followed, had committed many exorbitances. Ac- 
cordingly, he assembled a flying army of ten thousand men, 
consisting of his principal nobility and their followers, who 
were directed to bring their hawks and dogs with them, that 
the monarch might refresh himself with sport during the in- 
tervals of military execution. With this array he swept 
through Ettrick forest, where he banged over the gate of his 
own castle, Piers Cockburii, of lienderland, who had prepared, 
according to tradition, a fea«t for his reception. lie caused 
Adam Scott of Tusiiielaw also to be executed, vAvo via* &!&&> 
fobbed by the title of King of the Border. But Wie tmwX wte& 
ffatfra of Justice, during that expedition, was 3o\\u KrtM^NfU' 
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of Oiloockie, famous in Scottish song, who, confiding' in his 
own supposed innocence, met the king, with a retinae of thir- 
ty-six persons, all of whom were hanged at Carlenrig, near 
the source of the Teviot. The effect of this severity was such, 
that, as the vulgar expressed it, u the rush bush kept the cow, 
and ** thereafter was great peace and rest a long time, where- 
through the king had great profit ; for he had ten thousand 
sheep going in the Ettricke forest in keeping by Andrew Befl, 
who made the king as good count of them as they had gome 
Hi the bounds of Fife."— PHwottte** History, p. 153. 

Note XV. 

What grace for Highland chiefs judge ye, 

By fate of Border chivalry. — P. 64. 
James was, in fact, equally attentive to restrain rapine as* 
feudal oppression in every part of his dominions. "The kins; 
past to the isles, and there held justice courts, and pujrished 
both thief and traitor according to their demerit And also he 
caused great men to shew their holdings, wherethrough he- 
found many of the said lands in non-entry ; the which he con- 
fiscate and brought home to his own use, and afterward an- 
nexed them to the crown as ye shall hear. Syne brought Ma- 
ny of the great men of the isles captive with him, such as Mud- 
yart, BPConnel, M'Loyd of the Lewes, M'Neil, M'Lsme, M*I»- 
tosh, John Mudyort, M'Kay, M'Kenzie, with many others that 
I cannot rehearse at this time. Some of them he put In ward 
and some in court, and some he took pledges for good rule hi 
'time coming. So he brought the isles both north and sooth, 
in good rule and peace ; wherefore he had great profit, ser. 
vice, and obedience of people a long time hereafter, and at 
long as he had the heads of the country in subjection, they 
lived in great peace and rest, and there was great riches i 
policy by the king's justice.''— PUscottic, p. 152* 
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Note XVI. 
Rett safe till morning-— pity 'twere 
Sttckcheek should fttl the midnight air. — P. 71. 
Hardihood was in every respect so essential to the character 
•fa Highlander, that the reproach of effeminacy was the most 
Utter which could be thrown npon him. Yet it was sometimes 
hazarded on what we might presume to think slight grounds. 
It is reported of old Sir Ewen Cameron of Locliicl, when up- 
wards of seventy, that he was surprised by night on a hunting 
or military expedition. He wrapped him in his plaid, and lay 
contentedly down upon the snow, with which the ground hap- 
pened to be covered. Among his attendants, who were pre- 
paring to take their rest in the same manner, he observed that 
one of his grandsons, for his better accommodation, had rolled 
•large snow-ball, and placed it below his head. The wrath of 
the ancient chief was awakened by a symptom of what he con- 
•etaed to be degenerate luxury. " Out upon thee," said he, 
kicking the frozen bolster from the head which it supported, 
•art thou so effeminate as to need a pillow ?" The officer of 
, whose curious letters from the Highlands have been 
than once quoted, tells a similar story of Macdonald of 
, and subjoins the following remarks : 
a This and many other stories arc romantic *, but there is one 
ting, that at first thought might seem very romantic, of which 
I have been credibly assured, that when the Highlanders ar* 
to lie among the hills, in cold dry windy weather, 
• sometimes soak the plaid in some river or burne, (i. e. 
\ ]) and then holding up a corner of it a little above their 
, they torn themselves round and round, till they are en- 
veloped by the whole mantle. They then lay themselves down 
ea the heath, upon the leeward side of some hill, where the 
wet and the warmth of their bodies make a steam, like that of 
• batting kettle. The wet, they say> keeps them warm by 
'WMHpg the stuff, and keeping the wind from penetrating. 

a I must confers 1 should Lave been apt to <\\x«&t\oxk.\3B&&SasX k 
bad I bo* frequently seen them wet from morotai^ to TftgoX' 
tad em* at (be beginning of the rain, n«t to wu£* «* ** 
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few yards to shelter, but continue in it, without necessity, till 
they were, as we say, wet through and through. And that is 
soon effected by the looseness and sponginess of the pkriding \ 
but the bonnet is frequently taken off, and wrung like a dish- 
clout, and then put on again. 

44 They have been accustomed from their infancy to be often, 
vet, and to take the water like spaniels, and this is become a. 
second nature, and can scarcely be called a hardship to them, 
Insomuch that 1 used to say, they seemed to be of the duck- 
kind, and to love water as well. Though I never saw this pre- 
paration for sleep in windy weather, yet, setting out early in a 
looming from one of the huts, I have seen the marks of their 
lodging, where the ground has been free from rime or snow, 
which remained all round the spot where they had lain."— 
Ltttmtffm Scotland. Lond. 1764. 8vo. II. p. 108. 

Note XVII. 
» Hit hench-man came.— P. 71. 

tt This officer is a sort of secretary, and is to be ready upoa 
all occasions, to venture his life in defence of his master ; aad 
at drinking-bouts he stands behind his seat, at his haunch, 
from whence his title is derived, and watches the conversation, 
to see if any one offends his patron. 

" An English officer being in company with a certain chief- 
tain, and several other highland gentlemen, near KilHchnmea, 
had an argument with the great man j and both being weft 
warmed with usky, at last the dispute grew very hot. 

u A youth, who was bench-man, not understanding one word 
of English, imagined his chief was insulted, and there u pon 
drew his pistol >.rom his side, and snapped it at the officert 
head *, but the pistol missed fire, otherwise it is more than pro- 
bable he might have suffered death from the hand of that lit- 
tle vermin. 

"But it is very disagreeable to an Englishman over a bottle, 
with the Highlanders, to see every ox» otttaro have his giUjt 
that is, his servant, standing betttaA Ynm A\ «o» ^aaVV*. 
what vfUI be the subject of cxHwereatioo*— IWA,\I»\)». 
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Kote I. 

And while the Fiery Cross glanced like a meteor roMitflV—P. 77. 

When a chieftain designed to summon his clan, upon any 
sodden or important emergency, he slew a goat, and making 
a cross of any light wood, seared its extremities in the fire, 
sad extinguished them in the blood of the animal. This was 
catted the Fiery Cross, also Crean Tarigh, or the Cross of Shame, 
disobedience to what the symbol implied, inferred 
It was delivered to a swift and trusty messenger, 
who ran full speed with it to the next hamlet, where he pre- 
sented it to the principal person, with a single word, implying 
Ike place of rendezvous. He who received the symbol was 
bond to send it forward with equal despatch to the next vil- 
lage} and thus it passed with incredible celerity through all 
the district which owed allegiance to the chief, and also among 
Ms allies and neighbours, if the danger was common to them. 
M sight of the Fiery Cross, every man, from sixteen years 
old to sixty, capable of bearing arms, was obliged instantly to 
repair, in his tiest arms and accoutrements, to the place of 
rendezvous. He who failed to appear suffered the extremities 
of fire and sword, which were emblematically announced t» 
the disobedient by the bloody and burned maxta wpfti ^* 
SNtrUkc signal. During the civil war of 114&-£, \Ya Vterg 
Croat often made its circuit; and, upon one occas\otwA\ \«M» 
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through the whole district of Breadalbane, a tract of thirty- 
two miles, in three hours. The late Alexander Stuart, Esq. of 
Inveraahyle, described to me his having sent round the Fiery 
Cross through the district of Appine, during the same commo- 
tion. The coast was threatened by a descent from two English, 
frigates, and the flower of the young men were with the army 
of Prince Charles Edward, then in England ; yet the summons 
was so effectual, that even old age and childhood obeyed it; 
and a force was collected in a few hours, so numerous and so 
enthusiastic, that all attempt at the intended diversion upon 
the country of the absent warriors was in prudence abandoned 
as desperate. 

This practice, like some others, is common to the Highland- 
ers with the ancient Scandinavians, as will appear by the fol- 
lowing extract from Olaus Magnus. 

"When the enemy is upon the seacoast, or within the limits 
of the northern kingdomes, then presently, by the command of 
the provincial governours, with the counsel and consent of the 
old souldiers, who are notably skilled in such like business, m 
staff* of three hands in length, in the common sight of them all, 
is carried by the speedy running of some active young man, 
unto that village or city, with this command ; that on the S. 4. 
or 8. day, one, two, or three, or else every man in particular, 
from fifteen years old,- shall come with his arms and expenses 
for ten or twenty days, upon pain that his or their houses shall 
be burnt, (which is intimated by the burning of the staff) or 
else the master to be hanged, (which is signified by the cord 
tied to it) to appear speedily on such a bank, or field, or valley, 
to hear the cause, which he is called, ami to receive orders from 
the said provincial govemou rs \v hat he should do. Wherefore, 
that messenger, swifter than any post or waggon, baring done 
his commission, comes slowly back again, bringing a token with 
him that he hath done all legally ; and every moment one or 
Another runs to every village, and tells those places what they 
mast do."— — " The inessen gets, therefore,, of \\ve footmen, that 

f*re to give warning- to the peopte to meet tot \\v* Yakuts*. 

fiercely and swiftly \ for no snow, not rain, ww *«»**• «a *»* 
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them, nor night hold them ; but they will soon run the race 
they undertake. The first messenger tells it to the next Til- 
lage, and that to the next ; and so the hubbub runs all over, till 
they all know it in that stift or territory, where, when, and 
wherefore they must meet."— Olaus Magnus 1 History of the 
GeOs, Englished by J. 6. Lond. 1658. book It. chap. 3, 4. 

Note II. 
That monk of savage form and face. — P. 79. 
The Hate of religion in the middle ages afforded considera* 
Me facilities for those whose mode of life excluded them from 
regular public worship, to secure, nevertheless, the ghostly 
■Miitanrr of confessors perfectly willing to adapt the nature of 
their doctrine to the necessities and peculiar circumstances of 
their flock. Robin Hood, it is well known, had his celebrated 
chaplain, Friar Tuck. And that same curtal friar 
probably matched in manners and appearance by the 
ghostly fathers of the Tynedale robbers, who are thus described 
hi an excommunication fulminated against their patrons by 
Richard Fox, bishop of Durham, tempore Henrici Vlllvi. 
"We have further understood, that there are many chaplains 
hi die said territories of Tynedule and Redesdale, who are 
pahtte and open maintainers of concubinage, irregular, sus- 
pended, excommunicated, and interdicted persons, and withal 
so atterly ignorant of letters, that it has been found by those 
who objected this to them, that there were some who, having 
celebrated mass for ten years, were still unable to read the 
service. We have also understood there are per- 
> among them, who, although not ordained, do take upon 
them the offices of priesthood j and, in contempt of God, cele- 
brate divine and sacred rites, and administer the sacraments, 
not only In sacred and dedicated places, but in those which are 
profane and interdicted, and most wretchedly ruinous ; they 
themselves being attired in ragged, torn, and most filthy 
vestment*, altogether unfit to be used in divine or e*«ti VnMwa^ 
ponU o/Bee*. The which said cliaplatas do a&xfauiVet «anc%!- 
penta mod mcnmenUl rites to the aforawtid maxnieA «** *■ 
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famous thieves, robbers, depredators, receivers of stolen gooenv 
mud plunderers, and that without restitution, or intention ts> 
restore, as is evinced by the fact; and do also openly admit 
them to the rites of ecclesiastical sepulture, without exacting 1 
security for restitution, although they are prohibited from doing' 
so by the sacred canons, as well as by the institutes of the saints 
and fathers. All which infers the heavy peril of their own 
souls, and is a pernicious example to the oth^r believers in 
Christ, as well as no slight, but an aggravated injury to the 
asunbers despoiled and plundered of their goods, gear, herds 
and chattels."* 

To this lively and picturesque description of the confessors 
and churchmen of predatory tribes, there may be added some 
curious particulars respecting the priests attached to the seve- 
ral septs of native Irish during the reign of Queen Elizabeth* 
These friars had indeed to plead, that the incursions, which 
they not only pardoned, but even encouraged, were made upon 
those hostile to them, as well in religion, as from national an- 
tipathy. But by protectant writers they are uniformly alleged 
to be the chief instruments of Irish insurrection, the very well- 
spring of all rebellion towards the English government. Lith- 
gow, the Scottish traveller, declares the Irish wood-kerne, or 
predatory tribes, to be but the hounds of their hunting priests* 
who directed their incursions by their pleasure, partly for sus- 
tenance, partly to gratify animosity, partly to foment general 
division, and always for the better security and easier domina- 
tion of the friars.t Derrick, the liveliness and minuteness of 
whose descriptions may frequently apologize for his doggral 
verses, after describing an Irish feast, and the encouragement 



* The Monition against the Robbers ofTynedale rnndRtd** 
dale, with which I toot favoured by my friend Mr. S u rt e es , of 
Maintforth, may be found in the original Latin, in the A ffen 

dix to the Introduction to the Border MuvrtTtlr^N*. VTLfmuth 

edition, 
t ZiithpncU Trenchant edit. j>. AS\. 
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given, by the songs of the bards, to its termination in an in- 
cursion upon the parts of the country more immediately under 
the dominion of the English, records the no less powerful ar- 
used by the friar to excite their animosity : 

And more V augment the flame, 

and rancour of their hearte, 
The frier, of his counsels vile, 

to rebelles doth imparte, 
Affirming that it is 

an almose deede to God, 
To make the English subjects taste 

the Irishe rebells rodde. 
To spoile, to kille, to burne, 

this frier's counsel! is j 
And for the doing of the same 

he warrants heavenlie blisse. 
Be tells a holie tale ; 

the white he tournes to blacke ; 
And through the pardon's in his male, 

he works a knavishe knacke. 

i wreckful invasion of a part of the English pale if then 
described with some spirit ; the burning of houses, driving off" 
Cattle, and all pertaining to such predatory inroads, is illustra- 
ted by a rude cut. The defeat of the Irish, by a party of En- 
fant soldiers from the next garrison, is then commemorated, 
tad in like manner adorned with an engraving, in which the 
friar if exhibited mourning over the slain chieftain •, or, as the 
nfark expresses it, 

The friar, then, that treacherous knave, with ough ough-hone 

lament, 
To tee bis cousin Devill's-son to have so foul event 

The matter is bandied at great length in the text, tf in\&£6v 
la» following verses are more than sufficient aon\^te> • 
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The frier seeing this, 

laments that lucklesse parte, 
And curseth to the pitte of hell 

the death man's sturdie harte: 
Tet for to quight them with 

the frier taketh paine, 
For all the synnes that ere he did 

remission to obtaine. 
And therefore serves his booke, 

the candell and the belle ; 
But thinke you that suehe apishe toiev 

brings damned souls from hell t 
It longs not to my parte 

infernal things to knowe ; 
But I believe till later dale, 

thei rise not from belowe. 
Tet hope that friers give 

to this rebellious rout, 
If that their soules should chaunce in heQ| 

to bring them quicklie out, 
Doeth make them lead such lives, 

as neither God nor man, 
Without revenge for their desartes, 

permitte or suffer can. 
Thus friers are the cause, 

the fountain and the spring, 
Of hurleburles in this lande, 

of eche unhappie thing. 
Thei cause them to rebell 

against their sovereigne quene : 
And through rebellion often tymes, 

their lives do vanishe dene. 
So as by friers meanes, 

ffi whom all follie swiuune^ 



NOTES TO CANTO THIRD. 251 

The Irish karne doe often lose 
the life, with heckle and limine.* 

A* the Irish tribes, and those of the Scottish Highlands, are 
Men more intimately allied, by language, manners, dress, and 
customs, than the antiquaries of either country have been wil- 
Bag to admit, I flatter myself I have here produced a strong 
warrant for the character sketched in the text. The following 
picture, though of a different kind, serves to establish the ex- 
istence of ascetic religionists, to a comparatively late period, 
la the Highlands and Western Isles. There is a great deal of 
shapiicfty in the description, for which, as for much similar 
information, I am obliged to Dr. John Martin, who visited the 
Hebrides at the suggestion of Sir Robert Slbbald, a Scottish 
antiquary of eminence, and early in the eighteenth century 
published a description of them, which procured him admis- 
sion into the Royal Society. He died in London about 1719. 
Us work is a strange mixture of learning, observation, and 
gross credulity. 
•I remember," says this author, "I have seen an old lay- 
in here, (in the island of Benbecula,) called in their lan- 
Brahirbocht, tliat is, Poor Brother} which is literally 
true) for he answers this character, having nothing but what 
is given him : he holds himself fully satisfied with food and 
laiiaenl, and lives in as great simplicity as any of his order; 
his diet is very mean, and be drinks only fair water: his habit 
b bo less mortifying than that of his brethren elsewhere ; he 
wears a short coat, which comes no farther than his middle, 
with narrow sleeves like a waistcoat; he wears a plaid above 
jt, girt about the middle, which reaches to his knee : the plaid 



* This curious Picture of Ireland was inserted by the author 
inths republication ofSomers' Tract*, Vol. L in which the plate* 
hum bun alto inserted, from the only impression fcnoxouto eariA^ 
btUmginf to the copy in the Advocate*'' Library. &e*&wn£t% 
Tnete, roLI.p, m, m. 
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to fastened on his breast with a wooden pin, nil neck hare and 
his feet often so too; he wears a hat for ornament, and the 
string about it to a bit of a fisher's line, made of hone-hair. 
This plaid he wears instead of a gown worn by those of his 
order in other countries. I told him he wanted the flaxen gir- 
dle that men of his order usually wear : he answered me, mat 
he wore a leather one, which was the same thing-. Upon the 
matter, if he to spoke to when at meat, he answers again; 
which is contrary to the custom of his order. This poor man 
frequently diverts himself with angling of trouts: he lies upon 
straw, and has no bell (as others have) to call him to his devo- 
tion, but only hi? conscience, as he told me."— Martin's Jk* 
scription of the Western Islands, p. 82. 

Note III. 
Of Brian's birth strange tales were told.—- P.80. 

The legend which follows is not of the author's inventksv 
It to possible he may differ from modern critics, in suppposing 
that the records of human superstition, if peculiar to, and cha- 
racteristic of, the country in which the same is laid, are a le- 
gitimate subject of poetry. He gives, however, a ready asseat 
to the narrower proposition, which condemns all attempts af 
an irregular and disordered fancy to excite terror, by accumu- 
lating a train of fantastic and incoherent horrors, whether bar* 
rowed from all countries, and patched upon a narrative be- 
longing to one which knew them not; or derived from the 
author's own imagination. 

In the present case, therefore, I appeal to the record which 
I have transcribed, with the variation of a very few words, 
from the geographical collections made by the laird of Mac- 
farlane. I know not whether it be necessary to remark, that 
the miscellaneous concourse of youths and maidens on the 
night, and on the spot where the miracle is said to have taken 
place, might, in an incredulous age, have somewhat diminish* 
ed the wonder which accompanied the conception of Gfllf* 
Voir-Magrevollich. 
"There is hot two myles from Ivretto^&fe, ito*> €*»£»»* 
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alee,fnLoghyeki. In ancient tymes there was ane church 
ed upon ane hill, which was above this church, which 
i now stand in this toune ; and ancient men doeth say, 
hare was a battell foughten on ane line hill not the tenth 
of a myle from this church, be certaine men which they 
ot know what they were. And long tyme thereafter, eer- 
herds of that toune, and of the next toune, called Unnatt, 
wenches and youthes, did on a tyme co.<veen with others 
ut hill-, and the day being somewhat cold, did gather 
ones of the dead men thai were slayne long tyme before 
it place, and did make a fire to warm them. At last they 
11 remove from the fire, except one maid or wench which 
verie cold, and she did remaine there for a space. She 
r quvptlie her alone, without anie other companie, took 
er cloaths above her knees, or thereby, to warm her j a 
! did come and caste the ashes upon her, and she was con- 
id of ane man-child. Several tymes thereafter she was 
( sick, and at last she was knowne to be with chyld. And 
har parents did ask her the matter heiroff, which the wench 
I not weel answer which way to satbfie them. At last she 
ved them with ane answer. As fortune fell upon her con- 
ing this marvellous miracle, the chyld being borne, his 
t was called QiH-doir Maghrecollich, that is to say, the 
Ir dUZtf, Son to the Bone*. So called, his grandfather sent 
to schooll, and so he was a good schoDar, and godlie. He 
mild this church which doeth now stand* in Lochyeld, call- 
Jlmallr."— 3/ac/ar/niw, ut supra, IL 188. 

Note IV. 

Yet ne'er again to braid her JUnV, 

The virgin snood did Alice wear.— P. 81. 
te snood, or riband, with which a Scottish lass braided her 
. had an emblematic signification, and applied to her maid" 
baracier. It was exchanged for the curck, toy] at coif, 
n she passed, by marriage, into the matron tfate. "fcrcX ^ 
fmmael was so unfortunate as to lose preteMtaraa V& ^» 
of maiden, without gaining a rlgtat to tinted toMco*- 

22 
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•he wh neither permitted to use the snood, nor ad vaneed to 
the graver dignity of the curch. In old Scottish songs then 
occur many sly allusions to snch misfortune, as in the eld 
words to the popular tone of "Ower the muir amang the 



Down amang the broom, the broom, 
Down amang the broom my dearie, 

The lassie lost her silken snood, 
That gard greet till she was wearie. 

NoteV. 
Tkt desert gave him visions wild, 
Suck as might suit the Spectre's child*— P. 82. 
In adopting the legend concerning the birth of the Founder 
of the Ohnrch of KilmaHie, the author has endeavoured to 
trace the effects which such a belief was likely to produce in a 
barbarous age on the person to whom it related. It seem 
likely that he must have become a fanatic or an impostor, or 
that mixture of both which forms a more frequent character 
than either of them, as existing separately. In truth, mad per- 
sons are frequently more anxious to impress upon others a faith 
in their visions, than they are themselves confirmed in reality \ 
as on the other hand, it is difficult for the most cool-headed im- 
postor long to personate an enthusiastic, without in some de- 
gree believing what he is so eager to have believed. It was a 
natural attribute of such a character as the supposed hermit, 
that he should credit the numerous superstitions w ith which the 
minds of ordinary Highlanders are almost always imbued. A 
few of these are slightly alluded to in this stanaa. The Hirer 
Daemon, or River-horse, for it is that form which he commonly 
assumes, is the Kelpy of the lowlands, an evil and malicious 
spirit, delighting to forebode and to witness calamity, lie 
frequents most Highiana lakes and rivers ; and one of bis most 
memorable exploits was performed upon the banks of Locb- 
Vennachar, in the very district vrtnch. term* fe'ttxa* <£ oar 
actioa : it consisted in the &ej&nKti»n.Qt *1 
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with all its attendants. The u noontide hag," called in Gaelic 
Qhu-lick, a tall, emaciated, gigantic female figure, is supposed 
in particular to haunt the district of Knoidart. A goblin dress- 
ed in antique armour, and having one hand covered with 
blood, called, from that circumstance, Lkamdcarg, or Red-hand, 
is a tenant of the forest of (ilenmore and Kothemurcus. Other 
spirits of the desert, all frightful in shape and malignant la 
disposition, are believed to frequent different mountains and 
glens of the Highlands, where any unusual appearance, pro* 
duced by mist, or the strange lights that are sometimes throw* 
upon particular objects, never fails to present an apparition to 
the imagination of the solitary and melancholy mountaineer. 

Note VI. 
The fatal Btn^SkWs boding scrcanu—F. 83. 

Host great families in the Highlands were supposed to have 
a tutelar, or rather a domestic spirit, attached to them, who took 
aa interest in their prosperity, and intimated, by its wailinga, 
any approaching disaster. That of Grant of Grant was called 
Mm§ Jfmcllfldfc,and appeared in the form of a girl, who bad her 
arm covered with hair. Grant of Rotheniurcus bad an attend- 
ant called BodockHindun, or the Ghost of ihe Hill ; and many 
other examples might be mentioned. The Ben-Shie, or Bm> 
AdbidUsm, implies the head, or Chief of the Fairies, whose la- 
mentations were often supposed to precede the death of a 
chieftain of particular families. When she is visible, it is in 
the form of an old woman, with a blue mantle, and streaming 
hair. A superstition of the same kind is, I believe, universally 
received by the inferior ranks of the native Irish. 

The death of .the bead of a highland family is also sometimes 
fuppoeed to be announced by a chain of lights of different co- 
lours, called Drtat?, or Death of the Druid. The direction 
which it takes marks the place of the funeraL 
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family residence, ringing his fklrr bridle, and th 
the approaching calamity. Ho» easily the eye ■ 
ear may he deeebred upon nch occaslODS, ii era 
sterlet of arynles In the alp, and other spectral phe 
which history abounds. Sach an appajttlon la 
been witnessed nnon the side if Sontherfell moon 
Penrith asf Keswick, upon the 33d June, 1T44, by 
William Lancaster of niakehflls, and Daniel Bui 
fart, whnee atteetatlon to the fan, wtth a fall a 
apparition, dated (he Slit JaJj, nan, 15 printed In 1 
nj of the Lakes. The apparition consisted of i 
of hone moving in regular order, with a steady i 

er (he ridge of the moa 

ipposed troop, occasionally l» 

i to the front, when he ream 

iy pace. This CDiiooi appearance, making 1 
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■ sign by mutic, the sound of which floated from the family 
dence, and seemed to die in a neighbouring wood; another, 
: of Captain Wood of Bampton, to whom the signal was 
m by knocking. But the most remarkable instance of the 
1, occurs in the MS. Memoirs of Lady Fan*haw, so exempla- 
ir her conjugal affection. Her husband, Sir Richard, and she, 
need, during their abode in Ireland, to visit a friend, the 
i of a sept, who resided in his ancient baronial castle, sor- 
aded with a moat At midnight she was awakened by a 
stry and supernatural scream, and looking out of bed, be- 
I, by the moonlight, a female face and part of the Conn, ho- 
\mg at the window. The distance from the ground, as well 
he circumstance of the moat, excluded the possibility that 
it she beheld was of this world. The face was that of a 
&g and rather handsome woman, but pale, and the hair, 
eh was reddish, loose and dishevelled. The eaess, which 
y Fanshaw's terror did not prevent her remarking accv- 
ly, was that of the ancient Irish. This apparition continued 
shlbtt itself for some time, and (then vanished with two 
eke similar to that which bad first excited Lady Fanshaw's 
Btion. In the morning, with infinite terror, she communi- 
d to her host what she had witnessed, and found him pre- 
d not only to credit, but to account for the apparition, "A 
'relation of my family,' 1 said he, " expired lost night in this 
ie. We disguised our certain expectation of the event from 
lest it should throw a cloud over the cheerful reception 
•h was your due. Now, before such an event happens in 
family and castle, the female spectre whom you have seen 
lys is visible. She is Iwlieved to be the spirit of a woman of 
ior rank, whom one of my ancestors degraded himself by 
lying, and whom afterwards, to expiate the dishonour done 
a family, he caused to be drowned in the Castle Moat." 

Note VIII. 
Who—partnU in Inch-CaUliock wove 
Tkeir shadow* o'er Clan-Alpine'* grace.— Y. %t> 
V C mii l imck, the Ide of Nuns, or of f>tt Wwnfflfc,** a»xa«X 
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iMUtttU' Maud at the lower extremity of Loch-X 
The church belonging to the former nunnery was long 
a place of worship for the parish of Buchanan, bat sea 
vestiges of it now remain. The burial ground contini 
used, and contains the family places of sepulture of 
neighbouring clans. The monumerits of the lairds 
gregor, and of other families, claiming a descent front 
Scottish King Alpine, are most remarkable. The H. 
ers are as jealous of their rights of sepulture, as ma 
pected from a people whose whole laws and govern 
clanship can be called so, turned upon the single pit 
family descent. "May bis ashes be scattered on the 
was one of the deepest and most solemn imprecattoi 
they used against an enemy, 

Note IX. 
The dun deer's hide 



On fleeter foot mat never tied.— P. 88. 
The present brogue of the highlanders is made of It 
leather, with holes to admit and let out the water; for 
the moors dry-shod, is a matter altogether out of i 
The ancient buskin was still ruder, being made of 
dressed deer's hide, with the hair outwards, a eira 
which procured the Highlanders the well-known e] 
Redshanks. The process is very accurately describe! 
Eldar (himself a Highlander) in the project for a union 
England and Scotland, addressed to Henry VIII. 

" We go a hunting, and after that we have slain red 

Hay off the skin by and by, and setting of our bare-fo 

Inside thereof, for want of cunning shoemakers, 

grace's pardon, we play the coblers, compassing and 

ing so much thereof, as shall reach up to our ancles, 

the upper part thereof with holes, that the water m 

where it enters, and stretching it up with a strong tho 

game above our said anc\efe. 60 ami please your not 

vre make our shoes. Therefore, N<re vAxwg wsv^. * 

Mhoes, the rough hairy side on*w*rt*s Wyro V* 
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of England we be called Roughfooted Scot*. 1 * PMrs* 
Zttstory, vol. II. p. 397. 

Note X 
The ditmal Coronach*— V. 90. 
Coronach of the Highlanders, like the Ululmtus of the 
■s and the Ulaloo of the Irish, was a wild expr e ssio n of 
Aatfton poured forth by the mourners over the body of a 
ted friend. When the words of it were articulate, they 
■ted the praises of the deceased, and the loss the clan 
I sustain by his death. The following is a lamentation 
i kind, literally translated from the Gaelic, to some of the 
of which the text stands indebted. The tune is so popa- 
rt it has since become the war march, or gathering of 
an. 

Coronach on Sir Lauchlan^ Chief of Maclean. 

Which of all the Seanachies 

Can trace thy line from the root, up to Paradise, 

But Macvuirih, the son of Fergus ? 

No sooner had thine ancient stately tree 

Taken firm root in Albin, 

Than one of thy forefathers fell at Harlaw.— 

Twas then we lost a chief of deathless name!— 

lis no base weed— no planted tree. 

Nor a seedling of last autumn ; 

Nora sapling planted at Beltain •,* 

Wide, wide around, were spread its leafy branches-^ 

But the topmost bough is lowly laid ! 

Thou hast forsaken us before Lawainct 

Thy dwelling is the winter house j— 
Loud, sad, and mighty is thy death song 1— • 



* AT*** or /rj&nmday. \ 8<dto*c££> 
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Oli ! courteous champion of Montrose ! 
Oh ! stately warrior of the Celtic Isles ! 
Thou shalt buckle thy harness on no more ! 

The coronach has for some years past been sopene 
ftuwrals by the use of the bagpipe, and that also is, like 
other Highland peculiarities, falling into desuetude, un 
remote districts. 

Note XI. 

Benltdi tmw the Crast efFirt, 

It gimued tike KgafcMMg up ttntf A-Jre.— P. 98. 
A glance at the provincial map of Perthshire, or at any 
map of Scotland, will trace the progress of the signal thi 
the small district of lakes and mountains, which, in exen 
my poetical privilege, I have subjected to the authority > 
imaginary chieftain ; and which, at the period of my rom 
was really occupied by a clan who claimed a descent 
Alpine, a clan the most unfortunate, and most persecute! 
neither the least distinguished, least powerful, nor least I 
of the tribes of the Gael. 

Slioch non rioghridh duchaisach 
Bha-shios an Dun-Staiobhinish 
Aig an roubh crun na Ilalha othus 
'Sag a cheil duchas fast ris. 

The first stage of the Fiery Cross is to Duncraggan, a 
near the Brigg of Turk, where a short stream divides ! 
Achray from Loch-Vennachar. From thence, it pass* 
wards Callander, and then, turning to the left up the p 
Lennie, Is consigned to Norman at the chapel of St. 1 
which stood on a small romantic knoll in the middle o 
▼alley, called Strath-Ire. Tombea and Amanda ve, or Ard 
dare, are names of place* \vv \be -vicinity. The alarm is 
supposed to pass along the lake ol U\)W^, «s*\ >tox<w* 
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mi glens in the district of BalquMder, including the neigh* 
ing tracts of Glenfinlas and Stratbgartney. 

Note XII. 
Net f miter o'er thy heathery brae*, 
Bmlquiddety ipeede the midnight M«t&— P. M. 
may be n ecessa ry to inform the southern reader, that the 
h on the Scottish moorlands is often set fire to, that the 
p may have the advantage of the young herbage produced 
Mmi of the tough old heather plants. This custom (exe* 
id by sportsmen) produces occasionally the most beautiful 
sjrnal appearances, similar almost to the discharge of a 
aao. The simile is not new in poetry. The charge of a 
rior,in the fine ballad of Hardyknute, Is said to he u Um 
t» heather set" 
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Note I. 

The Taghairm called, by which, afar, 

Our siret fortune the event* of xoan — P. 1 11. 

The Highlanders, like all rude people, bad various i 

lious modes of inquiring into futurity. One of the 

was the Taghairm, mentioned in the text. A perm 

wrapped up in the skin of a newly slain bullock, and depi 

beside a water-mil, or at the bottom of a precipice, or in 

other strange, wild, and unusual situation, where the so 

around him suggested nothing but objects of horror. L 

situation, he revolved in his mind the question propoeec 

whatever was impressed upon him by his exalted imagin 

passed for the inspiration of the disembodied, spirits, 

haunt these desolate recesses. In some of the Hebrides 

attributed the same oracular power to a large black sto 

the seashore, which they approached with certain soli 

ties, and considered the first fancy which came into theii 

minds, after they did so, to be the undoubted dictate < 

tutelar deity of the stone, and as such, to be, if possible, 

tually complied with. Martin has recorded the followia 

rious modes of HVgnWnOi wx^rj,v^^^0^>3c^T«j^hairn 

itM effect* upon the penou tta& <««* v&^*&r&. \» ^ 

(a illustrate the text. 
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v It was an ordinary thing among the over curious to coo* 
nit an invisible oracle, concerning' the (ate of families and 
tatties, Ice This was performed three different ways: the first 
ras by a company of men, one of whom being detached by 
ot, was afterwards carried to a river! which was the boundary 
le t wt eu two villages; four of the company laid hold on him, 
tad having shut his eyes, they took him by the legs and arms, 
■d then tossing him to and again, struck his hips with force 
igainstthe bank. One of them cried out, What is it you hare 
mt here? another answers, a log of birch-wood. The other 
Vies again, Let his invisible friends appear from all quarters, 
ssd let them relieve him by giving an answer to our present 
lemaada; and in a few minutes after, a number of little crea- 
eres came from the sea, who answered the question, and dls- 
Ippeared suddenly. The man was then set at liberty, and 
hey all returned home, to take their measures according to 
m predictions of their false prophets ; hut the poor deluded 
eh were abused, for the answer was still ambiguous. This 
is always practised in the night, and may literally be called 
? works of darkness. 

'I had an account from the most Intelligent and judicious 

a in the Isle of Skie, that, about sixty-two years ago, the 

ie was thus consulted only once, and that was In the pa- 

of Kilmartin, on the east side, by a wicked and inischie- 

raee of people, who are now extinguished, both root and 

sh. 

lie second way of consulting the oracle was by a party of 

who first retired to solitary places, remote from any 

and there they singled out one of their number, and 

him in a big cow's hide, which they folded about 

lis whole body was covered with it except his head, 

left in tki* posture all night, until his invisible friends 

I him, by giving a proper answer to the question in 

rbich he received, as he fancied, from several persons 

found about him all that time. Hit cauftmVfc t*Vmtt*A. 

*. the break of day, and then lie comiiuuu!etJue&Y£& 
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news to them: which often proved fetal to those cow 
In such unwarrantable inquiries. 

« There was a third way of consulting, which was a < 
saatkra of the second above mentioned. The nme cot 
who put the man into the hide, took a lire eat and pot 1 
a spit; one of the number was employed to turn tb 
and one of his consorts inquired of him, What are yon i 
he answered, I roast this cat, until his friends answer tb< 
tion ; which most be the same that was proposed by th 
shut up in the hide. And afterwards a very big eat? < 
attended by a number of lesser cats, desiring to rette* 
sat turned upon a spit, and then answers the question, 
answer proved the same that was given to the man : 
hide, then it was taken as a confirmation of the other, 
in this case was believed infallible. 

tt Mr. Alexander Cooper, present minister of Norti 
Cold me that one John Erach, in the Isle of Lewis, a 
him, it was his fate to have been led by bis curioslt; 
some who consulted this oracle, and that he was a night 
in the hide, as above mentioned *, during which time t 
and heard such terrible things, that he could not c 
them \ the impression it made on him was such as could 
go off, and he said for a thousand worlds he would 
again be concerned in the like performance, for this hi 
ordered him to a high degree. He confessed it ingem 
and with an air of great remorse, and seemed to be verj 
tent under a just sense of so great a crime*, he declare 
about five years since, and is still living in the Lewis f 
thing I know." Description of the Western Isles, p. 110 
also Pennant's Scottish Tow, voL II. p. 361. 



* The reader rwy have met with the story of the u King 
Cats" in Lord Littleton's Letters, It is well known i* tk* 
lands at a nursery tale. 
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Note II. 
The choicest of the prey we had, 
When swept our merry-men Gallangad*—V. 111* 
. know not if it be worth observing that this package if ttt> 
i almost literally from the mouth of an old Highland Kerne) 
Ketteran, as they were called, Ue used to narrate the mer- 
do&ngs of the good old time when he was follower of Ohtune 
«t or Black-knee, a relation of Hob Hoy liacgregor, and 
rdr/ Us inferior in fame. This leader, on one occasion, 
mght proper to make a descent upon the lower part of the 
ek-Lomond district, and summoned all the heritors and 
■en to meet at the Kirk of Drymen, to pay him blackmail, 
• tribute ior forbearance and protection. As this invitation 
M supported by a band of thirty or forty stout fellows, only 
e gentleman, an ancestor, if I mistake not, of the present 
». Grahame, of Gartmore, ventured to decline compliance. 
done Dhu instantly swept his land of all he could drive 
'ay, and among the spoil was a bull of the old Scottish wild 
ted, whose ferocity occasioned great plague to the Kette- 
M. ** But ere we had reached the Row of Dennett," said 
s old man, tt a child might have scratched his ears." The 
emnstance is a minute one, but it paints the times when the 
or beeve was compelled 

To hoof it o'er as many weary miles, 

With goading pikemen hollowing at his heels, 

As e'er the bravest antler of the woods* 

Eitwaldi 

Note III. 
— that huge cliff) whose ample verge 
Tradition calls the Hero's Targci—B. 112. 
There is a rock so named in the forest of Olenftnlas, tqf 
aleh a tumultuary cataract takes its course. This wild place* 
said in former times to have afforded refuge \o %sv otitara* 
to was supplied with provisions by a woman, "wlm Vro*9e&> 
it down from the brink of the precipice ita*«» Tfc* '**»*< 
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he procured for himself, by letting down a naggon tied to a 
string into the black pool beneath the fall. 

Note IV. 
Or raven on the blasted oak. 
That watching while the deer is broke, 
Hie morsel claims with sullen croak. — P. 113. 
Every thing belonging to the chase was matter of solemnity' 
among our ancestors, but nothing was more so than the mode 
of cutting up, or, as it was technically called, breaking the 
slaughtered stag. The forester had his allotted portion; the 
hounds had a certain allowance ; and, to make die division as 
general as possible, the very birds had their share also. " There 
is a little gristle, 11 says Turberville, tt which is upon the spoone 
of the brisket, which we call the raven's bone. And I have 
seen in some places a raven so want and accustomed to it, that 
she would never fail to croak and cry for it all the time you 
were in breaking' up of the deer, and would not depart till she 
had it" In the very ancient metrical romance of Sir Tris* 
trem, that peerless knight, who is said to have been the very 
devisor of all rules of chase, did not omit this ceremony. 

u The raven he yaf his yiftes 
Sat on the fourched tree." 

Sii- Tristrem, 2d ed. r* 84. 

The raven might also challenge his rights by the book of 
Saint Albans •, for thus says Dame Juliana Berners:— 



Slitteth anon 



The bely to the side from the corbyn bone, 
That is corbins foe, at the death he will be. 

Jon«m, in "The Sad Shepherd," gives a more poetical a* 
coomt of the »mo cercmoi^- 
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Marian — Tie that undoes him, 
Doth cleave the brisket bone upon the spoon, 
Of which a little gristle grows — you call it— — 

Robin Hood — The raven's bone. 

Marian Now o'er head sat a raven 

On a sere bough, a grown, great bird and hoarse, 
Who, all the time the deer was breaking up, 
So croaked and cried for it, as all the huntsmen, 
Especially old Scathlocke, thought it ominous. 9 

Note V. 
Which spills the foremost focman's life. 
That party conquers in the strife. — P. 114 
Though this be in the text described as the response of the 
Taghairm, or Oracle of the Hide, it was of itself an augury fre- 
quently attended to. The fate of the battle was often antici- 
pated in the imagination of the combatants, by observing 
which party first shed blood. It is said that the Highlanders 
asder Montrose, were so deeply imbued with this notion, that 
on the morning of the battle of Tippermoor, they murdered a 
defenceless herdsman, whom they found in the fields, merely 
to secure an advantage of so much consequence to the party. 

Note VI. 
Alice Brand.— P. 119. 
This little fairy tale is founded upon a very curious Danish 
ballad, which occurs in the Kicmpe Piser, a collection of heroic 
longs, first published in 1591, and reprinted in 1695, inscribed 
by Anders Sofrensen, the collector and editor, to Sophia, Queen 
of Denmark. I have been favoured with a literal translation 
of the original, by my learned friend, Mr. Robert Jamieson 
whose deep knowledge of Scandinavian antiquities will, I hope 
one day be displayed in illustration of the history of Scottish 
Ballad and Song, for which no man possesses more ample ma* 
terials. The story will remind the readers of the Border MSat- 
gtrelsy of the tale of The Young Tamlane. Ihtt $n& \* weft* *. 
wlitMijr and not reiy smirked instance of eu^»A»ne^^fla&4t 
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as several of the other ballads in the same collection, find exact 
counterparts in the Kicmpe Vuer. Which may have been the 
originals, will be a question for future antiquarians. Mr. Ja- 
■rieson, to secure the power of literal translation, has adopted 
the old Scottish idiom, which approaches so near to that of the 
Danish, as almost to give word for word, as well as line for 
line, and indeed in many verses the orthography alone is alter- 
ed. As Water Haf mentioned in the first stanza of the ballad, 
means the West Sea, in opposition to the Baltic, or East Sea, 
Mr. Jamieson inclines to be of opinion, that the scene of the 
disenchantment is laid in one of the Orkney, or Hebride Islands. 
To each verse in the original is added a burden, having a kind 
of meaning of its own, but not applicable, at least not uniformly 
applicable, to the sense of the stanza to which it is subjoined: 
this is very common both in Banish and Scottish song. 

THE ELFIN GRAY, 

Translated from the Danish Kaempe Viser, p. 143, and first 

published in 1591. 

Der Ugger en void i Vester Haf 

Der agter en bonde at bygge : 
Hand forer did baade hog og hund, 

Og agter dar om vinteren at ligge. 
(De Vilde Diur og Diurne udi Skofven.) 

1. 
There liggs a wold in Wester Haf, 
There a husband means to bigg, 
And thither he carries baith hawk and houndj 
There meaning the winter to ligg. 
(The wild deer and does »W shaxo-ovt.) 

2. 
He taks wi' him baith hound and cocjft 
The langer he mean* to %\«s* 
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The wild deer in the shaws that are 
Hay sairly rue the day. 
(The wild deer, fcc) 

3. - 
He*! hewed the beech, and he^s felled the aik, 

Sae has he the poplar gray : 
And grim in mood was the growsome elf, 

That be sae bald he may. 

4. 
He hewed him hippies, he hewed him bawks 

WP mickle moil and haste ; 
Syne speered the elf in the knock that bade, 

a Waa's hacking here sae fast?" 

5. 
Syne up and spak the weiest elf, 

Creaned as an immert sma: 
tt It's here is come a Christian man: 

111 fleg him or he ga." 

6. 
It's up syne started the ferstin elf; 

And glowred about sae grim : 
" It's well awa' to the husba*de's house. 

And hald a court on him. 

7. 
* Here hews he down baith skugg and shaw, 

And works us skaith and scorn : 
His huswife he sail gie to me; 

They 's rue the day they were bora !" 

8. 
The elfea a* V the knock that wet* 
Omed dancing in a string *, 

«* 
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They nibbed near the husband's house; 
Sae lang their talk did bJng. 

9. 
The hound he yowls V the yard : 

The herd toots in his horn ; 
The earn scraicbs, and the cock craws, 

As the husbande had gPenhim his con.* 

, 10. 
The Elfen were five score and seven, 

Sae laidly and sae grim; 
And they the husbanded guests maun be, 

To eat and drink wi' him. 

11. 
The husbande out o' Villenshaw 

At his winnock the Elves can see': 
'< Help me, now, Jesu, Mary's son**, 

Thir Elves they mint at me !" 

lilr. 

r In every nook a cross he coost, 

Tn his cbalmer maist ava", 
The Elfen a* were fley ? d thereat, 
And flew to the wild-wood shaw. 



* This singular quatrain stands thus in the original; 

"Hundtn hand gior i gaardca; 

Hiorden tuder i sit horn ; 
JErnen slerigcr^ og hanen galer, 

Som bonden hofdc gifvtt sit lcora*? 
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IS. 
And some flew east, and some flew west, 

And some to the norwart flew ; 
And some they flew to the deep dale down, 

There still they are, I trow.* 

14 
It was then the weiest elf, 

In at the door braids he *, 
Agast was the husbande, for that Elf 

For cross nor sign wad flee. 

15. 
The huswife she was a canny wife, 

She set the Elf at the board ; 
She set afore him baith ale and meat, 

Wi' mony a well-waled word. 

16. 
" Hear thou, Gudeman o' Villeashaw, 

What now I say to thee ; 
Whabade you bigg within our bounds, 

Without the leave o' me ? 

17. 
" But an thou in our bounds will bigg, 

And bide, as well may be, 
Then thou thy dearest huswife maun 

To meforalemman gie." 



* In the Danish: 
w Sommejloye oster, og tommcjloyt vester, 

Ffoglcjloyt nerpaa; 
Ifogle/foye ned i dybtne dafa, 

Jeg troer de ere der endnvJ* 
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18. 
Up spak the luckless husbande then, 

As God the grace him gae: 
" Eline she is to me sa dear. 

Her thou may na-gate hae." 

19. 
Till the Elf he answered as he couth ; 

tt Lat but my huswife be, 
And tak whatever o* gude or gear 

Is mine,awa wi* thee." 

20. 
u Then 111 thy Eline tak and thee 

Aneath my feet to tread; 
And hide thy goud and white monie 

Aneath my dwalling stead.** 



21. 
The husbande and the household a 1 

In saryrede they join: 
" Far better that she be now forfain, 

Nor that we a* should tyne. n 



¥ 



22. 
Up, will of rede, the husbande stood, 

Wi' heart fu' sad and sair ; 
And he has gien his huswife Eline 

Wi' the young Elf to fare. 

23. 
Then bly th grew he, and sprang about ; 

He took her in his arm : 
The rud it left her comely cheek ; 

Her heart was ctem'd wi' harm. 



t 
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24. 
A waefii' woman then she was ane, 
Anu the moody tears loot fit* : 

* God rue on me, unseery wife, 
. Howhard a wierd Ifa! 

25. 

* My fay I plight to the fairest wight 
That man in mold mat see ; 

Maun I now mell wi* a laidly El, 
His light lemman to be ?" 

26. 
He minted ance, he minted twice, 

Wae waxed her heart that syth: 
Syne the laidliest fiend he grew that e'er, 

To mortal ee did kyth. 

27. 
When he the thirden time can mint, 

To Mary's son she pray'd, 
And the laidly Elf was clean awa, 

And a fair knight in his stead. £< 

28. 
This fell under a linden green, 

That again his shape he found ; 
0' wae and care was the word nae mair, 

A' were sae glad that stound. 

29. 
" dearest Eline, hear thou this, 

And thow my wife s'all be, 
And a' the goud in merry England 

Sae freer/ 111 gie thee.. 



i 
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30. 
" Whan I was but a little wee baern, < 

My mitherdied me frae; 
My stepmither sent me awa frae her ; 

I turned till an Elfin Gray. 

31. 
a To thy husband I a gift will gie, 

Wi' mickle state and gear, 
As mends for Eline ids huswife ; 

Thou's be my heartis dear." 

32. 
" Thou nobil knyght, we thank now God 

That has freed us frae skaith $ 
Sae wed thu thee a maiden free, 

And joy attend ye baith ! 

•> 
33. 

u Sin I to thee na maik can bey 

My dochter may be thine j 
And thy gude will right to fulfil, 

Lat this be our propine." 

84. 
" I thank thee, Eline, thou wise woman ; 

My praise thy worth shall hae; 
And thy love gin I fail to win, 

Thou here at name shall stay." 

• 

35. 
The husbande biggit now on his oe, 

And nae ane wrought him wrang } 
His dochter wore crown in Engeland, 

And happy \wed «i<V\va£. 



v 
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36. 
Now Eline the husband's huswife has 

Oour'd a' her grief and harms ; 
She's mither to a noble queen 

That steeps in a fcingis arms. 



GLOSSARY. 

1 1. Wold, a wood ; a woody fastness. 
hubande, from the Dan. hos, with, and bond*, a villain, or 
bondsman, who was a cultivator of the ground, and could 
not quit the estate to which he was attached, without the 
permission of his lord. This is the sense of the word, in 
the old Scottish records. * 
fcy, build. 

toe*, does. 
5Jtav,wood. 
«r/y, sorely. 

rousome, terrible. 
oW,bokL 

Kipplei, (couples,) beams joined at the top, for sopportins; 
a roof, in building. 
mttb, balks *, cross beams. 
MZ, laborious industry, 
peered, asked. 
nock, hillock. 

Wriest, smallest 
nran'rf, shrunk, diminished; from the Gaelic^ ctmo^ ^«i 

fma)L 

tmrt,emmitt ant. 



Fkg, frlghwn. 

fl. Glvwr'd, alansl. 



n-, ur a '/'*>*,» tttriifem. 



10. iuwf/», liatlily; disgustingly, tfig. 
Mint, aim n t. . 



Jtfoiy, many. 



IS. Ifngati, nowise. 

J9. Cow*, could; knew be 
.CiM fa, Jet alone. 

ftirf;, poods.: propenj. 
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Dwaili ng-itead, dwelling-place. 

21. 8anfr sorrowful. 

Jtaie, counsel 5 consultation. 
Fmfmn, forlorn; lost; gone. 
7y»c,(verb neat.) be lost; perish. 

22. Ift?l of Rede, bewildered in thought; in the Banish 
original, "vildraadige* Led. "Loops consUH? Gr. 
enroptov. This expression is left among die dericfarofain 
the Glossary to Ritson's Romances, and has never been 
explained. 

Fare, go. 

&. As*, Red of the cheek. 

CUmtd, in the Danish, Want; (which in the north of Eng- 
laad is still in use, as the word starved is with as brought 
to a dying state. It is used by our old comedians. 

Harm, grief; as in the original, and in the old Teutonic Eng- 
lish and Scottish poetry. 

84. Waefu, wofuL 

Moody, strongly and wilfully passionate. 

Hew, take ruth ; pity. 

Ontulfh unhappy ; unblest 

JFieni, fate. 

Fa, (IseL Dan. and Swed.) take; get; acquire; procure; 
have for my lot- This Gothic verb answers, in its direct 
and secondary significations, exactly to the Latin capio ; 
and Allan Ramsay was right in his definition of the word. . 
It is quite a different word from fa\ an abbreviation of 
fail or befall; and is the principal root in Fangen, to 
/aw? , take, or lay hold of. 

25. Fay, faith. 

Mold, mould ; earth. 

.Bf at, mote; might. 

Jf ohm, must. 

Jfeil,mix. 

JET, an elf. This term, in the Welch, signifies vskat tat m<fc- 
Mptke power of motion; a moving nrinBtylt •, aosAirtdiXv- 

24 



278 NOTES TO CANTO FOtiKTB. 

gewx } a spirit; an angel. In the Hebrew, it bean the 

same import. 
2G. Minted, attempted; meant} showed •.mind, or intention 

to. The original is: 

« Hand mindte hende forst, og anden gang} 
Hun giordis i hiortet sa vee: 

End blef hand den ltdistt diefvel 
Mand kunde med oyen see. 

Der hande vilde minde den tredie gang," tec 
Sytk,tide; time. 
Kyth, appear. 

28. StoundyhouT'y time; moment. 
SO. Merry* (old Tent, mere J) famous; renowned*, answering, 

in its etymological meaning, exactly to the Latin «Mctafc 

Hence merry-men, as the address of a chief to his followers; 

meaning not men of mirth, but of renown. 
31. Mends, amends ', recompense. 
33. Maih, match; peer; equal. 
Propine, pledge ; gift. 

35. oe, an island of the second magnitude; an island of tile 
first magnitude being called a land, and one of the titkd 
magnitude a holm. 

36. Cowr'd, recovered. 



THE GHAISTS WARNING. 
Translated from the Danish Ksempe Viser, p. 121. 
By the permission of Mr. Jamieson, this ballad is added from 
the same curious collection. It contains some passages of 
great pathos. There are two or three verses omitted. 

Svend dyring hand rider sig op under tit) 
(Varejeg silver ung) : 

Des/aeste hand sig «aa -own, e* viae. 

(Mig lyster u&A fonden a* r%de^ kt. 
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Child Dyring has ridden him up under oe,* 

(And O gin 1 were young!) 
There he has wedded sae fair a say. 

(P the greenaoodit lists me to ride.) 
Thegither they Hw*d for seven lang year, 

(And O, ifc.) 
And they seven bairns hae gotten in fere. 

(P the greenwood, ifc) 

gae Death's come there intill that stead, 
And that winsome lily flower is dead. 
That swain he has ridden him up under oe, 
And syne he has married anither may. 
He's married a may, and he's fessen her harae J 
Bat she was a grim and a laidly dame. 
Whan into the castell court drave she, 
The seven bairns stuid wi' the tear in their ee. 
Hot ale nor mead to the bairnies she gave; 
"But hunger and hate l'rae me ye's have.** 
fine took frae them the bowster blae, 
And said, » Ye sail Ugg V the bare strae P» 
She took frae them the groff wax light j 
Bays, u Now ye sail ligg i' the mark a' night!* 
'Twas lang i' the night, and the bairnies grat} 
Their mither she under the mools heard that ; 
That heard the wife under the eard that lay ^ 
w Forsooth maun I to my bairnies gae !" 
That wife can stand up at our lord's knee, 
And "may 1 gang and my bairnies see ? w 
(She prigged sae lair, and she prigged sae lang, 
That he at tbe last gae her leave to gang. 

* *■ Under oc." The u riginal expression has been preserved here 
mi elsewhere, because no other could be found to supply its place. 
There is just as much meaning in it in the tranilatvm «* vntVA 
•H final; but it is a standard Danish balled pkron^ omA, <s* «m>^ 
****p*d y wilit\aUom>cdto pern. ■ 
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a And thou gall come back when the cock dot* craw, 

For thou nae langer shall bide awa." 

Wi' her banes nae stark, a bowt she gae ; 

She's riven baith wa' and marble gray.* 

Whan near to the dwalling she can gang, 

The dogs they wow'd till the lift it rang-t 

When she cam till the castell yett, 

Her eldest dochter stood thereat. } 

u Why standee here, dear dochter mine ? 

Haw are sma brithers and sisters thine !" 

a For sooth ye're a woman baith fair and fine; 

But ye are nae dear mither mine." 

**Och! how should I be fine or fair? 

My cheek it is pale, and the ground's my hfeP 

a Hy mither was white, wi* lire sae red} 

But thou art wan, and likeranedead." 1 

a Och ! how should I be white and red, ' 

Sae lang as Fve been cald and dead ? n 

Whan she cam till the chalmer in, 

Down the bairns' cheeks the tears did rin. 

She buskit the tane, and she brush'd it there; 

She kem'd and plaited the tither's hair. 



* In this stanza stark agree* with banes, ami net vntk bowt 
The original it, 

a Hun shod op tine modige been, 

Der revenede muur og graa marmorsteen." 

f The original of this stanza, at well at the foregoing, is very 
fine: 

' St 

Ia 



u Der hund gilt igennem den by, 
De hunde de tnde saaYiojtA s&s? 



k 
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Till her eldest dochter syne said she, 

a Ye bid Child Dyringcome here to me. w 

Whan he cam till the chalmer in, 

WP angry mood she said to himt 

u I left ye routh o' ale and bread ; 

My bairnies quail for hunger and need. 

*I left ahind me braw bowsters blae j 

My bairnies are llggin 1* the bare strae. 

** I left ye sac mony a groff wax light j 

My bairnies ligg i' the mark a' night. 

u Gin aft I come back to visit thee, 

Wae, dowy, and weary thy luck sail be.? 

Up spak little Kirsten in bed that lay j 

« To thy bairnies I'll do the best I may." 

Ay whan they heard the dog nirr and beUp 

Sae gae they the bairnies bread and ale. 

Ay whan the dog did wow, in haste 

They crossM and sain'd themselis free tftto ghaifk 

Ay whan the little dog yowlM wi* fear 

They shook at the thought that the dead was 



(F the greenwood it lists me to ride, 

or, 
(Fair words sae many a heart they cheer.) 



GLOSSARY. 

8t» 1. May, maid. , 

Lists, pleases. ' 

2. Stead, place. 
% Bairns, children. 

24* 
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In fire, together. 

Winwm, engaging} giving joy, (old Teut) 

4. Syne, then. 

& Feuen, fetched ; brought 

6. Drove, drove. 

7. Dule, sorrow. . 
Dout, fear. 

9. Bonnier, bolster; cushion; bed. 
Blme, blue 

Strae, straw. 

10. Groff, great; large in girt 
Mark, mirk ; dark. 

11. Lang? the night, late. 
Grot, wept 

M—U, mould; earth. 

12. Sard, earth. 

£rae,gO. 

14 Prigged, entreated earnestly and perseveringby. 
Gang, go. 

15. Craw, crow. 

16. Bones, bones. 
Stark, strong. 

Bens, bolt; elastic spring, like that of a bolt or arrow torn 

bow. 
Riven, split asunder. 
Wa\ walL 

17. Woutd, howled. 
Z4/I, sky; firmament; air. 

18. reft,gate, 

19. Sma, smalL 

22. Zitre, complexion. 

23. CaW, cold. 

24. 7itf,to. 
JKn, run. 

S& Buskit, dressed. 
Kentd, combed. 
Tfcfcr, the other. 
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38. Routh, plenty. 

Quail, are quelled J die. 

Needy wwaU 

3a Ahind, behind. 

Brow, brave ; fine. 

St. Detoy, sorrowful. 

S3. iVirr, snarl. 

Bell, bark. 

34. Sained, blessed *, literally signed with the sign of the crass. 

Ohaitt, Ghost. 

Note VII. 
Up spoke the moody Elfin King, 
Who won-d within the hill.— P. 120. 

In a long dissertation upon the Fairy superstition, published 
In the Minstrelsy of the Scottish Border, the most valuable part 
ef which was supplied by my learned and indefatigable friend 
Or. John Leyden, most of the circumstances are collected 
which can throw light upon the popular belief which even yet 
prevails respecting them in Scotland. Dr. Grahame, author of 
an entertaining work upon the Scenery of the Perthshire 
Highlands, already frequently quoted, has recorded with great 
accuracy, the peculiar tenets held by the Highlanders on this 
topic, in the vicinity of Loch-Katrine. The learned author is 
inclined to deduce the whole mythology from the Dnddkal 
system; an opinion to which there are many objections. 

"The Daoine 9hi? or men of peace of the Highlanders, 
though not absolutely malevolent, are believed to be a peevish 
repining race of beings, who, possessing themselves but a scan- 
ty portion of happiness, are supposed to envy mankind thei* 
■ore complete and substantial enjoyment. They are supposed 
to enjoy, in their subterraneous recesses, a sort of shadowy hap- 
piness—a tinsel grandeur; which, however, they would wil- 
Kngry exchange for the more solid joys of mortality. 

" They are believed to inhabit certain round grassy «mS&«&- 

ces, where they celebrate their nocturnal fes&vVta&trs ^fiaft X^*. 

eftbemoon. About a mile beyond the warx* oi i&a'Sv*^ 
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above Lochcon, there is a place called Coirshian, or the Core of 
the Men of Peace, which is still supposed to be a favourite place 
of their residence. In the neighbourhood are to be seen many 
round conical eminences; particularly one near the head of 
the lake, by the skirts of which many are still afraid to pass 
after sunset It is believed, that if, on Halloweve, any person, 
alone, goes round one of these hills nine times, towards die left 
hand (sinutronum ;) a door shall open, by which he shall be ad- 
mitted into their subterraneous abodes. Many it is said of mor- 
tal race have been entertained in their secret recesses. There 
they have been received into the most splendid apartments, 
and regaled with the most sumptuous banquets and delicious 
wines. Their females surpass the daughters of men in beauty. 
The wemtngty happy inhabitants pass their time in festivity, 
and in dancing to notes of the softest music. But unhappy is 
the mortal who joins in their joys, or ventures to partake of 
their dainties. By this indulgence, he forfeits for ever the 
society of men, and is boundjlown irrevocably to tile condition 
of a ShPich, or man of peace. 

tt A woman, as is reported in the Highland tradition, was. 
conveyed, in days of yore, into the secret recesses of the men 
of peace. There she was recognised by one who had former' 
ly been an ordinary mortal, but who had, by some fatality, be- 
come associated with the Shi'ichs. This acquaintance, stU 
retaining some portion of human benevolence, warned her of 
her danger, and counselled her, as she valued her liberty, ta 
abstain from eating and drinking with them, for a certain 
space of time. She complied with the counsel of her friend) 
and when the period assigned was elapsed, she found herself 
again upon earth, restored to the society of mortals. It jf 
added, that when she examined the viands which had bees 
presented to her, and which had appeared so tempting to the 
eye, they were found, now that the enchantment was removed, 
to. consist onry of the refase of the earth."— p. 107—111. 



NOTES TO CANTO FOURTH. 285 

Note VIII. 
Why sounds yon stroke on beech and oak, 

Our moonlight circle** screen t 
Or who comes here to chase the deer, 

Beloved of our Elfin Queen. — P. 121. 
t hag been already observed, that the fairies, if not positive- 
■nlevolent, are capricious, and easily offended. They are, 
1 other proprietors of forests, peculiarly jealous of their 
its of vert nod venison, as appears from the cause of offence 
n, In the original Danish ballad. This jealousy was also 
ittribute of the northern Duergar, or dwarfs; to many of 
•e distinctions the fairies seem to have s uccee d ed , if, in- 
I, they are not the same class of beings. In the huge mo- 
il record of German chivalry, entitled the HekJen-Buch, 
HUdebrand, and the other heroes of whom it treats, are 
iged in one of their most desperate adventures, from a 
violation of the rose garden of an Ellin, or Dwarf King. 
re are yet traces of a belief in mis worst and most mali- 
s order of the Fairies among the Border wilds. - Dr. Ley- 
has introduced such a dwarf into his ballad, entitled the 
: of Keeldar, and has not forgot his characteristic dotes-; 
a of die chase. 

a The third blast that young Keeldar blew, 

StlU stood the limber fern, 
And a wee man of swarthy hue, 

Upstarted by a cairn. 

"His russet weeds were brown as heats}, 

That clothes the upland fell j 
And the hair of his head was frirzly red 

At the purple heather-bell. 

K An urchin, dad in prickles red, 

Clung cow'ring to his arm ; 
The bounds they howi'd, and backward tot 
A» struck by fairy charm. 
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i 

* Why rises high the stag-hound's cry, 

Where stag-hound ne'er should be ? 
Why wakes that horn the silent morn, 

Without the leave of me ?" 

J* Brown dwarf, that o'er the muirland strays, 

Thy name to Keeldar tell I" — 
44 The Brown man of the Muirs, who stayt 
Beneath the heather-belL 

" Tls sweet beneath the heather-bell 

To live in autumn brown ; 
And sweet to hear the laverocks swell 

Far, far, from tower and town. 

" But wo betide the shrilling horn, 

The chase's surly cheer ! 
And ever that hunter is forlorn, 

Whom first at morn I hear." 

The poetical picture here given of the Duergar corresponds 
exactly with the following Northumbrian legend, with which 
I was lately favoured by my learned and kind friend, Mr. Svr- 
tees of Mainsforth, who has bestowed indefatigable labour 
upon the antiquities of the English border counties. The sub- 
ject is in itself so curious, that the length of the note will, I 
hope, be pardoned. 

** I have only one record to offer of the appearance of our 
Northumbrian Duergar. My narratrix is Elizabeth Cock- 
burn, an old wife of Offerton, in this county, whose credit in a 
case of this kind, will not, I hope, be much impeached, when I 
add, that she is, by her dull neighbours, supposed to be occa- 
sionally insane, but, by herself, to be at those times endowed 
with the, faculty of seeing visions and spectral appearances, 
which shun the common ken. 

"In the year before the graX TftoMfcasn, Vai* -jwuug men 
from JNewcastle were *poriuag oiittofe>ai^. !»««*****'«*• 
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don, and after pursuing their game several hours, sat down to 
dine, in a green gfen near one of the mountain stream*. After 
their repast, the younger lad ran to the brook for water, and 
after stooping to drink, was surprised on lifting his head again, 
by the appearance of a brown dwarf, who stood on a crag co- 
vered with brackens, across the burn. This extraordinary per- 
did not appear to be above half the stature of a com- 
bat was uncommonly stout and broad built, having 
the appearance of vast strength. His dress was entirely 
brown, the colour of the brackens, and his head covered with 
frizzled red hair. His countenance was expressive of the 
nosi savage ferocity, and his eyes glared like a bull. It seems, 
he addressed the young man first, threatening him with his 
vengeance, for having trespassed on his demesnes, and ask- 
ing him if he knew in whose presence he stood ? The youth 
replied, that he now supposed him to be the lord of the moors ; 
that be offended through ignorance ; and offered to bring him 
me game he had killed. The dwarf was a little mollified by 
Itts submission, but remarked, that nothing could be more 
•tensive to him than such an offer, as he considered the wild 
animals as his subjects, and never failed to avenge their de- 
ttrtKtidn. He condescended further to inform him, that he 
vat, like himself, mortal, though of years far exceeding the 
let of common humanity ; (and what I should not have had an 
Idea of that he hoped for salvation. He never, he added, fed 
fa any thing that had life, but lived in the summer on whortle- 
berries, and, in the winter, on nuts and apples, of which he had 
great store In the woods. Finally, he invited his new acquaint- 
ance to accompany him home, and partake of his hospitality; 
ta ofler which the youth was on the point of accepting, and 
I Just going to spring across the brook, (which if he had 
lys Elizabeth, the dwarf would certainly have torn him 
to pieces,) when his foot was arrested by the voice of his com- 
panion, who thought he tarried long ; and on looking round 
■gain, * the wee brown man was fled. 1 The story aM» % \3a»X ^* 
■aw imprudent enough to slight the admonVttoi^aTiA to wo«f\. 
rtsr the moon, on hi* way homewards*, YnH, w*oti «A* t?!t ^ 
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return, he fell into a lingering disorder, and died wM 
year." 

Note IX. 
Or who may dart on wold to weaf 
The fairy's fatal green*— V. 121. 
As the Daoine 8hV, or men of peace, wore greea 
they were supposed to take offence when any mortals i 
ed to assume their favourite colour. Indeed, for son 
son, which has been, perhaps, originally a general super 
greenis held in Scotland to be unlucky to particular trib 
counties. The Caithness men, who hold this belief, all 
a reason, that their bands wore that colour when they 
cut off* at the battle of Flodden 5 and for the satae reaso 
avoid crossing the Ord on a Monday, being the day of the 
•n which their ill-omened array set forth. Green is al 
liked by those of the name of Ogilvy 5 but more especi 
it held fatal to the whole clan of Orahame. It is remew 
of an aged gentleman of that name, that when his hot 
in a fox-chase, he accounted for it at once, by observinj 
the whipcord attached to his lash was of this unlucky 00k 

NoteX. 
For thou wert chrittened man*— P. 121. 
The elves were supposed greatly to envy the priv 
acquired by Christian initiations, and they gave to those 
tals who had fallen into their power, a certain preeei! 
founded upon this advantageous distinction. Tamlana, 1 
old ballad, describes bis own rank in the fairy processloii 

tt For I ride on a milk-white steed, 
' And aye nearest the town j 
Because I was a christened knight, 
They gie me that renown. 

I presume, that in the DsunkYi Wtau^Vk* tferttaae) < 
JTeJeat Elf," who -would wA tete fat w»» « *uO 
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derived from the circumstance of his having been u christened 
man." 

How eager the elves were to obtain for their offspring the 
prerog a tives of Christianity, will be proved by the following 
story : u In the district called Haga, in Iceland, dwelt a noble- 
man called Sigward Forster, who had an intrigue with one of 
die subterranean females. The elf became pregnant, and ex-. 
acted from her lover a firm promise that he would procure the 
baptism of the infant. At the appointed time, the mother came) 
to the churchyard, on the wall of which she placed a golden, 
cop, and a stole for the priest, agreeable to the custom of mak- 
ing an offering at baptism. She then stood a little apart. 
When the priest left the church, he inquired the meaning of 
what he saw, and demanded of Sigward, if he avowed himself 
the father of the child. But Sigward, ashamed of the connex- 
ion, denied the paternity. He was then interrogated if he de- 
sired that the child should be baptized*, but this also he an- 
swered in the negative, lest by such request he should admit 
himself to be the father. On which the child was left un- 
toarh' a i l t ,>nH unbaptized. Whereupon the mother, in extreme 
wrath, snatched up the infant and the cup, and retired, leaving 
the priestly cope, of which fragments are still in preservation. 
Bat this female denounced and imposed upon Sigward, and his 
posterity to the ninth generation, a singular disease, with which 
' of his descendants are afflicted at this day." Thus wrote 
Gudmand, pastor of the parish of Garpsdale in Iceland, 
a man profoundly versed in learning, from whose manuscript 
fc was extracted by the learned Torfeus.— Historia Urolfi 
& Hafnuty \l\5,prtfatio, 



Note XI. 
And gaily shines the fairy land $ 
But all is glistening show. — P. 123. 
No bet respecting Fairy-land seems to be better ascer- 
tained than the fantastic and illusory nature of \Ym\x wp-jrurafl 
mad splendour. It has becnakcesvd? wsfro^Va.* 

25 
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former quotations from Dr. Grahame's entertaining volume, 
mod may be confirmed by the following Highland tradition: 
« A woman whose new-born child had been conveyed by them 
into their secret abodes, was also carried thither herself, to re- 
main, however, only until she should suckle her infant She, 
one day, during this period, observed the Shilchs busily em- 
ployed in mixing various ingredients in a boiling caldron ; and, 
as soon as the composition was prepared, she remarked that 
they all carefully anointed their eyes with it, laying the re- 
mainder aside for future use. In a moment when they were 
all absent, she also attempted to anoint her eyes with the pre- 
cious drug, but had time to apply it to one eye only, when the 
Daoine Shi returned. But with that eye she was henceforth 
enabled to see every thing as it really passed in their secret 
abodes : — she saw every object not as she hitherto had done, in 
deceptive splendour and elegance, but in its genuine colour* 
and form. The gaudy ornaments of the apartment were re- * 
duced to the walls of a gloomy cavern. S oon after, having dis- 
charged her office, she was dismissed to her own home. Still, 
however, she retained the faculty of seeing, with her medicated 
eye, every thing that was done, any where in her presence, by 
the deceptive art of the order. One day, amidst a throng of 
people, she chanced to observe tbe ShPich, or man of peace r 
in whose possession she had left her child ; though to every 
other eye invisible. Prompted by maternal affection, she in- 
advertently accosted him, and began to inquire after the wel- 
fare of her child. The man of peace, astonished at being that 
recognised by one of mortal race, demanded how she had 
been able to discover him. Awed by the terrible frown of his 
countenance, she acknowledged what she had done. He spat 
in her eye, and extinguished it for ever. Grahame's Sketches, 
p. 116 — 118. It is very remarkable that this story, translated ' 
by Dr. Grahame from popular Gaelic tradition, is to be found 
in. tbe Otia Imperialia of Gervase of Tilbury. A work of great 
latere* t might be complied upou \V\e ot\^v& q{ ^ovular Actios, 
and the transmission of sunWat Vales tamv ug^ \» i^^wa 
#hun country to country. ThemyttaAo^i ^^w^s**.^*** 
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then appear to pass into the romance of the next century, and 
that into the nursery tale of the subsequent ages. Such an 
Investigation, while it went greatly to diminish our ideas of 
the richness of human invention, would also show, that these 
fictions, however wild and childish, possess such charms for 
the populace, as to enable them to penetrate into countries un- 
connected by manners and language, and having no apparent 
intercourse to afford the means of transmission. It would 
carry me far beyond my bounds, to produce instances of this 
community of fable, among nations who never borrowed from 
each other any thing intrinsically worth learning. Indeed, 
the wide diffusion of popular fictions may be compared to the 
meility with which straws and feathers are dispersed abroad 
by the wind, while valuable metals cannot be transported 
without trouble and labour. There lives, I believe, only one 
gentleman, whose unlimited acquaintance with this subject 
might enable him to do it justice: I mean my friend Mr. 
Francis Douce, of the British Museum, whose usual kindness 
will, I hope, pardon my mentioning his name, while on a sub- 
ject so closely connected with, his extensive and curious re- 



Note xn. 

Aw Highland cheer, 



The hardened flesh of mountain «fcetv— P. 138. 
The Scottish Highlanders, in former times, had a concise 
mode of cooking their venison, or rather of dispensing of 
cooking it, which appears greatly to have surprised the French, 
whom chance made acquainted with it. The Vidame ot 
Chartres, when a hostage in England, during the reign of 
.Edward VI. was permitted to travel into Scotland, and pene- 
trated as far as the remote Highlands, (an Jin fond dee Sower 
fcs.) After a great hunting party, at which a most wonderful 
quantity of game was destroyed, he saw these Scottish jaoofet 
devour apart of their venison raw, without *xp) iaxfcttt yiuoai 
mtlon than compressing it between two\x\ttotwfc a* -wqwA^*** "** 
yforcvnt foe blood, and render it exttem»Yj >mx&. **® 
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they reckoned a great delicacy ; and when the Vidame partook 
of it, his compliance with their taste rendered him extremely 
popular. This curious trait of manners was communicated by 
Moms, de Montmorency, a great friend of the Vidame, to Bnut- 
tome, by whom it is recorded in Vit» da Hommes Ilhutre* Di»~ 
OMtrt, lxxxix. art. 14. The process by which the raw venison 
was rendered eatable is described very minutely in die ro- 
mance of Perceforest, where Estonne, a Scottish knight-errant, 
having slain a deer, says to his companion Claudius : ** Sire, er 
mangerez vous et moy aussL Voire si nous auions de feu, dtt 
Claudius. Par l'ame de mon pere, dist Estonne ie vous atom> 
neray et cuiray a la maniere de nostre pays comme pour cheua- 
lier errant. Lors tira son espee et sen vint a la branche dung 
arbre, et y fait vng grant trou, et puis fend la branche bien 
deux piedz et boute la cuisse du cerf entredeux, et puis prent 
Ie Ucol de son cheval et en lye la branche et destraint si fort 
que le sang et les humeurs de la chair saillent hors et demeure 
la chair doulce et seiche. Lors prent la chair et oste ius le cuir 
et la chair demeure aussi blanche comme si ce feust dung 
chappon. Dont dist a Claudius, Sire ie la vous ay cuiste a la 
guise de mon pays, vous en pouez manger hardyement, car ie 
mangeray premier. Lors met sa main a sa selle en vng lieu 
quil y auoit, et tire horsel et poudre de poiure et gingembre, 
mesle ensemble, et le lecte dessus, et le frote sus bien fort, puis 
le couppe a moytie, et en donne a Claudius l*une des pieces, 
et puis mort en l'autre aussi sauoureusement quil est aduis que 
il en feist la pouldre voller. Quant Claudius veit quil le 
mangeoit de tel goust il en print krant fain et commence a 
manger tresvoulentiers, et dist a Estonne: Par Tame de moy 
ie ne mangeay oncquesmais de chair atourne de telle guise: 
mais doresenauant ie ne me retourneroye pas hors de mon 
ehcinin par auoir la cuite. Sire, dist Estonne, quans ie suis 
ens desers d'Escosse, dont ie suis seigneur, ie cheuaucheray 
bait iours ou quinze que ie n'entreray en chastel ne en mai- 
mm, et si ne verray feu ne per&onae -sVaasA for* que bestes 
svuuages, et de celles mangeray atowrtwe& ea <rata& t&kx&krl 
en mieaix me plain, que \a ViaaAe &e ^«nsg«N»K. fcta&V *-«. 



SOTES TO CANTO FOURTH. 293 

vont mangeant et cheuauchant iusques adone quilz arriurent 
•or ane moult belle fontaine qui estoit en vne valee. Quant 
Estonne la vit il dist a Claudius, allons boire a cestc fontaine. 
Or beuuons, dist Estonne, du boire que le grant dieu a pourueu 
• toutes gens, et qui me plaist mieulx que les ceruoises d'An* 
gteterre." La Tresthgantt Hystoire du trunoble Roy Perce- 
Jorest. Paris 1531. fol. tome 1. foL lv. vers. 

After all, it may be doubted whether la chain nostra, for so 
the French called the venison thus summarily prepared, was 
any thing more than a mere rude kind of deer-ham. 
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Note I. 
Not then claimed sovereignty his duty 
While Albany, with feeble handy 
Held borrowed truncheon of command.— P. 148. 
There Is scarcely a more disorderly period in Scottish histo* 
ty than that which succeeded the battle of Flodden,ond occu- 
pied the minority of James V. Feuds of ancient standing 
broke out like old wounds, and every quarrel among 1 the in- 
dependent nobility, which occurred daily, and almost hourly, 
gave rise to fresh bloodshed. " There arose," says Pitscottie, 
u great trouble and deadly feuds in many parts of Scotland, 
both in the north and west parts. The Master of Forbes, in 
the north, slew the Laird of Meldrum under tryst, (i. «. at em 
agreed and secured meeting .) Likewise, the Laird of Drummed 
zierslew the Lord Fleming at the hawking; and likewise, 
there was slaughter among many other great lords," p. 1SL 
Nor was the matter much mended under government of the, 
Earl of Angus, for though he caused the king to ride throagh 
all Scotland, " under pretence and colour of justice, to punish 
thief and traitor, none were found greater than were in their 
Own company. And none at that time durst strive with a 
ttouglas, nor yet with a "DougWs tasvw, foe \* ^s?s flA^ ihey 
gpt the worse. Therefore, now $h%\ \^rie«rt»«fc *» «*»*&«** 
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theft, reifF, nor slaughter done to them by the Douglases, or 
their men; in that cause they were not heard, so long as the 
Douglases had the court in guiding."— Ibid. p. 133. 

Note II. 
The Gael, of plain and river heir, 
Shall, xeith strong hand, redeem his share. — P. 149. 
The ancient Highlanders verified in their practice the lines . 
ef Gray: — 

An iron race the mountain cliffs maintain, 
Foes to the gentler genius of the plain ; , 

For where unwearied sinews must be found 
With side-long plough to quell the flinty ground j 
To turn the torrent's swift descending flood j 
To tame the savage, rushing from the wood } 
What wonder if, to patient valour train'd, 
They guard with spirit what by strength they gain'd j 
And while their rocky ramparts round they see 
The rough abode of want and liberty, 
(As lawless force from confidence will grow) 
Insult the plenty of the vales below ? 
Wrmgtmnt on the Alliance of Education and Government. 

Bo far, indeed, was a Creagh or foray from being held dis- 
graceful, that a young chief was always expected to show hit 
.talents for command so soon as he assumed it, by leading his 
dan on a successful enterprise of this nature, either against a 
neighbouring sept, for which constant feuds usually furnished 
an apology, or against the Sassenach, Saxons, or Lowlandera, 
•or which no apology was necessary. The Gael, great tra- 
ditional historians, never forgot that the Rowlands had, at 
Home remote period, been the property of their Celtic forefa- 
thers, which furnished an ample vindication of all the ravages 
that they could make on the unfortunate districts which lay 
within their reach. Sir James Grant oC GranW* Yn, ^8«»e»i«» 
of a letter* of apology from Cameron of Loa\iVs\,nb\v«* ^»k*v 
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had committed some depredations upon a farm called Moines, 
occupied by one of the Grants. Lochiel assures Grant, that 
however the mistake had happened, his instructions were pre- 
cise, that the party should foray the province of Moray, (a 
Lowland district,) where, as he coolly observes, K all men take 
their prey." 

Note III. 
/ only meant 



To show the reed on which you leant. 
Deeming this path you might pursue 
Without a pass from Roderick Dhu. — P. 153. 
This incident, like some other passages in the poem, illus- 
trative of the character of the ancient Gael, is not imaginary, 
but borrowed from fact. The Highlanders, with the incon- 
sistency of most nations in the same state, were alternately 
capable of great exertions of generosity, and of cruel revenge 
and perfidy. The following story I can only quote from tra- 
dition, but with such an assurance from those by whom it 
was communicated, as permits me little doubt of its authenti- 
city. Early in the last century, John Guun, a noted Catheran, 
or Highland robber, infested Inverness-shire, and levied black 
mail up to the wails of the provincial capital. A garrison was 
then maintained in the castle of that town, and their pay 
(country banks being unknown) was usually transmitted in 
specie, under the guard of a small escort. It chanced that 
the officer who commanded this little party was unexpect- 
edly obliged to halt, about thirty miles from Inverness, at 
a miserable inn. About nightfall, a stranger, in the Highland 
dress, and of very prepossessing appearance, entered the same 
house* Separate accommodations being impossible, the En- 
glishman offered the newly-arrived guest a part of his supper, 
which was accepted with reluctance. By the conversation he 
found his new acquaintance knew well all the passes of the 
country, which induced him ea»«Vj \o tempest his company 
on the ensuing morning. He ncfoYxet &\s^oas*A Y8» \ra&ws* 
a«d charge, nor his appreb*nsvw& <rt ^ax wV&»a*k Sw*- 
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booter, John Gunn. The Highlander hesitated a moment, 
and then frankly consented to be his guide. Forth they set in 
the morning*, and in travelling through a solitary and dreary 
glen, the discourse again turned on John Gunn. " Would you 
like to see him ? n said the guide *, and without waiting an an- 
swer to this alarming question, he whistled, and the English 
officer, with his small party, were surrounded by a body of 
Highlanders, whose numbers put resistance out of question, 
and who were all well armed. " Stranger," resumed the guide, 
•I am that very John Gunn by whom you feared to be inter- 
cepted, and not without cause *, for I came to the inn last night 
with the express purpose of learning your route, that I and my 
followers might ease you of your charge by the road. But f 
am incapable of betraying the trust you reposed in me, and, 
having convinced you that you were in my power, I can 
only dismiss you unplundered and uninjured." He then gave 
the officer directions for his journey, and disappeared with his 
party, at suddenly as they had presented themselves. 

Note IV. 
For, trained abroad his arms to wield, 
Fitz-James's blade was sword and shield.— V. 157. 
The use of defensive armour, and particularly of the buckler 
«r target, was general in Queen Elizabeth's time, although that 
of the single rapier seems to have been occasionally practised 
much earlier.* Rowland Yorke, however, who betrayed the 
fort of Zulphin to the Spaniards, for which good service he 
was afterwards poisoned by them, is said to have been the first 
who brought the rapier-fight into general use. Fuller, speak- 
ing of the Swash-bucklers, or bullies of Queen Elizabeth's 
time, says, "West Smithfield was formerly called Ruffian's 
Hall, where such men usually met, casually or otherwise, to try 
wm.t- ties with sword and buckler. More were frightened than 
hart, more hurt than killed therewith, it being accounted on- 



* St* Dam*'* JOustrution of SAafetpeare^oWi* V*^ 
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saanlyto strike beneath the knee. But since that d 
traitor Rowland Yorke first introduced thrusting with 
•word and buckler are disused." In The Two Angry 
of Abingdon, a comedy, printed in 1599, we have a ; 
complaint: — " Sword and buckler fight begins to grov 
use- I am sorry for it: I shall rfever see good manhoo 
If it be once gone, this poking fight of rapier and dag 
come up *, then a tall man, and a good sword and bock] 
will be spitted like a cat or rabbit." But the rapier b 
the continent long superseded, in private duel, the use c 
and shield. The masters of the noble science of defen 
chiefly Italians. They made great mystery of their 
mode of instruction, never suffered any person to be 
but the scholar who was to be taught, and even examii 
sets, beds, and other places of possible concealment, 
lessons often gave the most treacherous advantages; 
challenger having the right to choose his weapons, fre 
selected some strange, unusual, and inconvenient kind < 
the use of which he practised under these instructors, a 
killed at his ease his antagonist, to whom it was preset 
the first time on the field of battle. See Brantomc's B 
•n Duds, and the work on the same subject, u si ge 
ecrit," by the venerable Dr. Paris de Puteo. The High 
continued to use broadswords and target until disarm 
the affair of 1745-6. 

NoteV. 
Like mountain-cat, who guards her young, 
Full utFitz-James's throat he sprung. — P. 158. 
I have not ventured to render this duel so savagely 
rate as that of the celebrated Sir Ewan of Lochiei, otiie 
clan Cameron, called, from his sable complexion, Ewa 
He was the last man in Scotland who maintained th< 
cause during the great civil war, and his constant inc 
rendered him a very unpleasant neY^tamax \» Wt t^i 
garrison at Inverlochy, now \?oTtWXfiasn- TY*.*^ 
the fort detached a party oi three tonsftrea- tnsa.v& 
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hiel's possessions and cut down his trees ; but, in a sudden 
desperate attack, made upon them by the chieftain, with 
r Inferior numbers, they were almost all cut to pieces. The 
mish is detailed in a curious memoir of Sir Ewan's life, 
ited in the Appendix of Pennant's Scottish Tour. 
In this engagement, Lochiel himself had several wonderful 
ipes. In the retreat of the English, one of the strongest 
bravest of the officers retired behind a bush, when he ob- 
*ecj Lochiel pursuing, and seeing him unaccompanied with 
, he leaped out, and thought him his prey. They met one 
Iher with equal fury. The combat was long and doubtful : 
English gentleman had by far the advantage in strength 
slxe ; but Lochiel exceeding him in nimbleness and agility, 
he end tript the sword out of his hand : they closed, and 
tiled, till both fell to the ground, in each other's arms. 
! English officer got above Lochiel, and pressed him hard, 
stretching forth his neck, by attempting to disengage bim- 
, Lochiel, who by this time had his hands at liberty, with 
left hand seized him by the collar, and jumping at his ex- 
led throat, he bit it with his teeth quite through, and kept 
i a hold of his grasp, that he brought away his mouthful :— 
t, be said, was the sweetest bite he ever had in his lifetime.'" — 
. I. p. 375. 

Note VI. 

Ye towers! within whose circuit dread, 

A Douglas by his sovereign bled ; 

And thou, O sad and fatal mound ! 

That oft has heard the death-ax sound /—P. 163. 
tiding was often polluted with noble blood. It is thus 
jtrophized by J. Jonston: 

— — Discordia tristis 

Heu quoties procerum sanguine tinxit bumum 
Hoc uno infclix, at felix cetera, nuaquam. 
Leetior tut call froas geniusve soft. 
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The fete of William, eighth Earl of Douglas, whom James 
II. stabbed in Stirling Castle with his own hand, and while 
under his royal safe-conduct, is familiar to all who read Scot- 
tish history. Murdack, Duke of Albany, Duncan, Earl of Len- 
nox, his father-in-law, and his two sons, Walter and Alexander 
Stewart, were executed at Stirling, in 1425. They were be- 
headed upon an eminence without the castle walls, but making' 
part of the same hill, from whence they could behold their 
strong castle of Donne, and their extensive possessions. This 
u heading hill," as it was sometimes termed, bears commonly 
the less terrible name of Hurley-backet, from its having been 
the scene of a courtly amusement alluded to by Sir David 
Lindsay, who says of the pastimes in which the young king 
was engaged, 

H Some harled him to the llurley-hacket; w 

which consisted in sliding, in some sort of chair, it may be 
supposed, from top to bottom of a smooth bank. The boys of 
Edinburgh, about twenty years ago, used to play at the hurly- 
hacket on the Calton-hill, using for their seat a horse's skull. 

Note VII. 
The burghers hold their sports to-day. — P. 165. 
Every burgh of Scotland, of the least note, but more espe- 
cially the considerable towns, had their solemn play or festi- 
val, when feats of archery were exhibited, and prises distribu- 
ted, to those who excelled in wrestling, hurling the bar, and 
the other gymnastic exercises of the period. Stirling, a usual 
place of royal residence, was not likely to be deficient in pomp 
upon such occasions, especially since James V. was very par- 
tial to them. His ready participation in these popular amuse- 
ments was one cause of his acquiring the title of King of The 
Commons, or Rex Plebeiorum, as Lesley has latinized it The 
usual prize to the best shooter was a silver arrow. Such a one 
is preserved at Selkirk and at ?esto\e%. K\\Vcotv«Sr^^^wv 
gva u as substituted, and the cantenftsni \xaaafcxt*&. »» fe% 
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arms. The ceremony, as there performed, is the subject of an 
excellent Scottish poein, by Mr. John Mayne, entitled the Siller 
Gun, 1608, which surpasses the efforts of Ferguson, and comes* 
those of Burns. 



NoteVni. 
Robin i/o<*L— P. 165. 
The exhibition of this renowned outlaw and his band was a 
favourite frolick at such festivals as we are describing. This 
sport, in which kings did not disdain to be actors, was prohi- 
bited in Scotland upon the Reformation, by a statute of the 6th 
parliament of Queen Mary, c 61, A. D. 1556, which ordered, 
under heavy penalties, that " na manner of person be chooses 
Robert Hude, nor Little John, Abbot of Unreason, Queen of 
May, nor otherwise." But, in 1561, " the rascal multitude," 
says John Knox, u were stirred up to make a Robin Hude, 
whilk enormity was of mony years left and damned by statute 
and act of parliament; yet would they not be forbidden. 1 * 
Accordingly they raised a very serious tumult, and at length 
saade prisoners the magistrates, who endeavoured to su ppress 
it, and would not release them till they extorted a formal pro- 
mise that no one should be punished for his share of the dis- 
turbance. It would seem, from the complaints of the General 
Assembly of the Kirk, that these profane festivities were con- 
tinued down to 1592.* Bold Robin was, to say the least, equal- 
ry successful in maintaining his ground against the reformed 
clergy of England ; for the simple and evangelical Latimer 
complains of coming to a country church, where the people 
refined to hear him, because it was Robin Hood's day : and 
Us mitre and rochet were fain to give way to the village pas* 
tisae. Much curious information on this subject may be found 
hi the Preliminary Dissertation to the late Mr. Ritson's edition 
of the songs respecting this memorable outlaw. The game of 
Robin Hood was usually acted in May ; and he was associated 



*Book of the Universal Kirk, p. 4\4» 
26 
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with the morrice-dancers, on whom so much illustration hat 
beea bestowed by the commentators on Shakspeare. A very 
lively picture of these festivities, containing 1 a great deal of 
curious information on the subject of the private life and 
amusements of our ancestors, was thrown, by the late inge- 
nious Mr. Strutt, into his romance entitled Queen-hoo Hal^ 
published after his death, in 1808. 

Note IX. 
Indifferent as to archer might. 
The monarch gave the arrow bright*—?. 166. 
The Douglas of the poem is an imaginary person, a sup* 
posed uncle of the earl of Angus. But the king's behaviour 
during an unexpected interview with the Laird of Kflsprndie, 
•oe of the banished Douglases, under circumstances similar to 
those in the text, is imitated from a real story told by Hume of 
Godscroft. I would have availed myself more fully of the 
simple and affecting circumstances of the old history, had 
they not been already woven into a pathetic ballad by my friend 
Mr. Finly.* 



* See Scottish Historical and Romantic Ballads, Glasgow, 1106, 
vol. II. p. 1 17. QodscrofVs story may also be found in the Mb* 
Urs/iy of the Scottish Border, voL I. Introduction, p. 21, note. 
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Note I. 

These drew tut far their Jidda the sword. 

Like tenants of a feudal lord, 

Nor owned the patriarchal claim 

Of chieftain in their leader 1 * name ; 

Adventurers they P. 180. 

• The Scottish armies consisted chiefly of the nobility and 
•mp, with their vassals, who held lands under them, for 
mUttary service by themselves and their tenants. The patriar- 
chal influence exercised by the heads of clans in the Highlands 
and Borders was of a different nature, and sometimes at 
variance with feudal principles. It flowed from the Patria 
Potsstas, exercised by the chieftain as representing the origi- 
aal father of the whole name, and was often obeyed in contra- 
diction to the feudal superior. James V. seems first to have 
hitroduced, in addition to the militia furnished from these 
sources, the service of a small number of mercenaries, who 
formed a body-guard, called the Foot-Band. The satiricaj 
poet, Sir David Lindsay, (or the person who wrote the pro* 
togue to his play of the u Three Estaites,") ha&fatxo&Kft&^Sak- 
isy of the Foot-Band, who, after much.sw&£%e&c^>a$«fe^BA 
wage, it at length put to flight by the CooY^Yio xeirrVu**^ 1 *^ 
1 of a sheep's stall upon a pole. I bswe, t«sCn«t <3&s*** 
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give them the hanh featamt of the mercenary soldiers of the 
period, than of this Scottish Thraso. These partook of the 
character of the Adventurous Companions of Froissart, or the 
Condottieri of Italy. 

One of the best and liveliest traits of such manners is the 
last will of a leader, called Geffrey Tete Noir, who bavins; 
been slightly wounded in a skirmish, his intemperance brought 
on a mortal disease. When he found himself dying, he sum- 
moned to his bed-side the adventurers, whom he commanded, 
and thus addressed them: 

** Fayre sirs, quod Geffray, I knowe well ye have alwayes 
served and honoured me as men ought to serve their so- 
▼eniygne and eapitayne, and I shal be the gladder if ye wyll . 
agree to have to your eapitayne one that is descended of my 
bloode. Beholde here Aleyne Roux, my cosyn, and Peter his 
brother, who are men of armes and of my blode. I require 
you to make Aleyne your eapitayne, and to swere to him fayth, 
obeysaunce, love and loyalty, here in my presence, and also to 
his brother : howe be it, I wyll that Aleyne have the soverayne 
charge. Sir, quod they, we are well content for ye bsnve right 
well chosen. There all the companyons made theym servyant 
to Aleyne Roux and to Peter his brother. Whan all that was 
done, then Geffraye spake agayne, and sayde: Nowe, sirs, ye 
hauve obeyed to my pleasure, I cann you great tkanke; where- 
fore, sirs, I wyll ye have parte of that ye have holpen to con- 
quere. I saye unto you, that in yonder chest that ye se stande 
yonder, therein is to the sum of xxx tbousande frankes— I 
wyll give them acoordynge to my conseyence. Wyll ye all be 
content to fulfyle my testament ; how saye ye ? Sir, quod they, 
we be ryght well contente to fullfyll your conunaundement. 
Thane firste, quod he, I wyll and give to the chapell of Saynt 
George, here in this castell, for the reparacions therof, a tbou- 
sande and fy ve hundrede fraukes : and I give to my lover, 
whm hath truely served me, two thousand and fyve hundrede 
fraukes : and- also I gyve to Me^neUovvswa t**»% om^k^m^ 
foure thousande frankes: also to ttie TOftate* <& ws tiaKsfeK* 
I gyve iyve hundrede frankes. To my** ott*««* ^*T» 
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tbonoande and fyve hundrede frankes. The rest I gyve and 
beqneth as I shall shewe you. Ye be upon a thyrtie com- 
panyons all of one sorte ; ye ought to be bretherne, and all of 
one' alyaunce, without debate, ryotte, or stryfe among you. 
All this that I have shewed you ye shall fynde in yonder 
ebeste. I wyll that ye depart all the resydue equally and 
traelry bitwene you thyrtie. And if ye be nat thus contente, 
bat that the devylle wyll set debate bytwece you, than be- 
boMe yonder is a stronge axe, breke up the coffer, and gette 
it who can. To those wordes every man ansuered and said, 
Sir, and dere maister, we are and shall be all of one aceorde. 
Sir, we have so moche loved and douted you, that we will 
brake no coffer, nor breke no poynt of that ye have ordayoed 
•ad commaunded."— .Lord Berner's Froinart, 

Note II. 

Thou now hast glee-maiden and harp ; 

Get the* an ape, and trudge the land, 

The leader of a juggler band* — P. 184. 
The Jongleurs or jugglers, as we learn from the elaborate 
work of the late Mr. Strutt, on the Sports and Pastimes of the 
people of England, used to call in the aid of various assistants, 
to render these performances as captivating as possible. The 
g le e - ma iden was a necessary attendant Her duty was tumbling 
and dancing; and therefore the Anglo-Saxon version of the 
Saint Mark's Gospel states Herodia* to have vaulted or tumbled 
before King Herod. In Scotland, these poor creatures seem, 
oven at a late period, to have been bonds-women to their mas- 
ters, as appears from a case reported by Foiintainhall. « Reid 
the mountebank pursues Scot of Harden and Ids lady, for steal- 
ing away from him a little girl, called the tumbling-lassie, that 
danced upon his stage •, and he claimed damages, aud produced 
a contract, whereby he bought her from her mother,, for 30/. 
Scots. But we have no slaves in Scotland* atvA vcvo&sra emu*. 
teU their bairns; and physicians attested, fa% etw^sirswsKnx. «& 
tumbling would kill herj and her jourt* -w«c«t wsw ^pw 
*UT, mad the declined to return-, tturagYv ite '•manfc^*** 
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'prentice and so could not rflbaway from her master* yet some 
ched Moses's law, that if a servant shelter himself with thee, 
against his master's cruelty, thon shalt surely not deliver him 
up. The lords, renitente cancellario assoilzied Harden on the 
27th of January, (l6ei.}~FouniainhalPs Decisions, vol L 
p. 439.* 

The facetious qualities of the ape soon rendered him an 
acceptable addition to the strolling- band of the jongleur. Dei 
Jonson, in his splenetic introduction to the comedy of u Bar- 
tholomew Fair," is at pains to inform the audience that "he 
has ne'er a sword and buckler man in bis fair, nor a juggler, 
with a well educated ape, to come over the chaine fertile Mag 
of England, and back again for the prince, and sit still on his 
haunches for the pope and the king of Spaine." 

Note III. 

That stirring air which penis on high. 

O'er DennUPs race our victory. — 

Strike it. P. 192. 

There are several instances, at least in tradition, of persons 
so much attached to particular tunes, as to require to hear 
them on their death-bed. Such an anecdote is mentioned by 
the late Mr. Riddeil,of Glenriddell, in his collection of Border 
tunes, respecting an air called the u Dandling of the Bairns," 
for which a certain Gallovidian laird is said to have evinced 
this strong mark of partiality. It is popularly told of a famous 



* Though less to my purpose, I cannot help noticing a circum- 
stance respecting another of this Mr. Reid's attendants, which 
occurred during James //.'* zeal for catholic proselytism, audit 
told by Fountainhall, with dry Scottish irony. u January l7fA, 
1687— Reid, the mountebank, is received into the popish church, 
and one of his b/aefcamores was persuaded to accept of baptism 
from the popish priests^ orvd to tu.m ckrutunv ^a-pxA •, i&lAdi 
was a great trophy : he was calkd James,, after Ww. Wiv» mA 
chancellor, and.tfu opostlt Jam**."- WvA. ^. 4A». 
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freebooter that he composed the tue known by the name of 
Macpherson's Rant while under sentence of death, and played 
it at the gallows-tree. Some spirited words have been adapted 
to it by Burns. A similar story is recounted of a Welsh bard 
who composed and played upon hisHieath-bed the air called 
Dafydd y Gartgg Wen. 

Bat the most carious example is given by Brantome, of a 
maid of honour at the court of 'France, entitled, Mademoiselle 
de Limeuil. " Durant sa maladie, dont elle trespassa, jamais elle 
ne cessa, ains causa tousjours ; car elle estoit fort grande par* 
lease, brocardeuse, et tresbien et fort a propos, et tres-belle 
avec cela. Quand l'heure de sa fin fut venue, elle fit venir a soy 
son valet, (ainsi que le filles de la cour en ont chacune un) qui 
sVppelloit Julien, et scavoit tres-bien jouer du violon. * Ju- 
lien, luy dit elle, prenez vostre violon et sonnez moy tousjours 
jusques a ce que me voyez morte (car je m^ en vais,) le defaite 
des Suisses, et le mieux que vous pourrez, et quand vous seres 
sur le mot; * Tout est perdu,' sonnez le par quatre ou cinq fois, 
le plus piteusement que vous pourrez ;' ce qui fit l*autre, et 
eUe-mesme luy ai doit de la voix, et quand ce vint ' tout est per- 
du,' elle le reitera par deux fois ; et se tournant de l'autre cote 
du chevet elle dit a ses compagnes : ( Tout est perdu a ce coup} 
et a bon escient •,' et ainsi deceda. Voila une morte joyeuse et 
phrisante. Je tiens ce conte de deux de ses compagnes, dignes 
de foi, qui virent jouer ce mystere."— (Euvrts de Brantome, III. 
507. 

The tune to which this fair lady chose to make her final exit 
was composed on the defeat of the Swiss at Marignano. The 
harden is quoted by Panurge, in Rabelais, and consists of these 
words, imitating the jargon of the Swiss, which is a mixture 
of French and German. 

Tout est verlore 
La Tintelore 
Tout est verlore bl GoO. 
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Bote IV. 
Battle o/BcttP em Duint^-V. 192. 

A skirmish actually took {dace at a / pass thus called, in tat 
Trosachs, and closed with the remarkable incident mentioned 
in the text. It was greatly posterior in date to the'reiga of 
James V. 

" In this roughly-wooded island,* the country people secreted 
their wives and children, and their most valuable effects, from 
the rapacity of Cromwell's soldiers during their inroad into 
this country, in the time of the republic The invaders, not 
venturing to ascend by the ladders, along the aide of the lake, 
took a more circuitous road, through the heart of the Tro- 
tachs, the most frequented path at that time, which penetrates 
the wilderness about half way between Binean and die lakfj 
by a tract called Yea-chailleach, or the Old Wife's Bog. 

" In one of the defiles of this by-road, the men of the country 
at that time hung upon the rear of the invading enemy, and 
shot one of Cromwell's men, whose grave marks the scene of 
action, and gives name to that pass.f In revenge of this insult 
the soldiers resolved to plunder the island, to violate the women) 
and put the children to death. With this brutal intention, one of 
the party, more expert than the rest, swam towards the island, 
to fetch the boat to his comrades, which had carried the wo- 
men to their asylum, and lay moored in one of the creeks. 
His companions stood on the shore of the main land, in full 
view of all that was to pass, waiting anxiously for his : 
with the boat. But, just as the swimmer had got to the 
est point of the island, and was laying hold of a black rock, to 
get on shore, a heroine, who stood on the very point where he 
meant to land, hastily snatching a dagger from below her 
apron, with one stroke severed his head from the body. His 
party seeing this disaster, and relinquishing all future hope of 



* That at the eastern extremity 0/ Lock-Kufcrv^w* »J^w» 
tioncd in the text, 
t Beailach and dutne. 
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revenge or conquest, made the beat of their way out of their 
perilous situation. This amazon's great-grandson lives at 
Bridge of Turk, who, besides others, attests the anecdote."— 
Skmtek of the Scenery near Callander. Stirling, 1806, p. 20. I 
have only to add to this account, that the heroine's name was 
Helen Stuart. 

Note V. 
And SnowdounU knight is Scotland's Xtncv— P. 206. 
This discovery will probably remind the reader of the beau* 
tfful Arabian tale of IlBondocanu Yet the incident is not bor- 
■wared from that elegant story, but from Scottish tradition* 
James V. of whom we are treating, was a monarch whose good 
and benevolent intentions often rendered his romantic freaks 
venial, if not respectable, since, from his anxious attention to 
the interests of the lower and most oppressed class of his sub- 
jects, he was, as we have seen, popularly termed the King •/ 
the C om m ent. For the purpose of seeing that justice was regu- 
larly administered, and frequently from the less justifiable mo- 
tive of gallantry, he used to traverse the vicinage of his seve- 
ral palaces in various disguises. The two excellent comic 
songs entitled " The Gaberlunzie Man," and u We'll gae nae 
mair a roving," are said to have been founded upon the success 
of Us amorous adventures when travelling in the disguise of a 
beggar. The latter is perhaps the best comic ballad in any 

Another adventure, which had nearly cost James his life, is 
said to have taken place at the village of Crammond, near 
Edinburgh, where he had rendered his addresses acceptable 

. to a pretty girl of the lower rank. Four or five persons, whe- 
ther relations or lovers of his mistress is uncertain, beset the 
disguised monarch as he returned from his rendezvous. Na- 
turally gallant, and an admirable master of his weapon, the 
king took post on the high and narrow bridge onet lift KkvaaxA 
river, and defended himself bravely Vvta Yft% wot** K\Kfe- 

sanr, who was threshing in ane\gU\»utltvg\>n.r^c3BS»ft'S>A , «V s!ft ' 
•be aalte, sud, whether moved by com\yeJHfc»* «- ^1 , °" ft,aaa 
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gallantry, took the weaker tide, and laid about with his I 
effectually, ai to disperse die assailants, well threshed, 
according to the letter. He then conducted the kins; In 
barn, where Us guest requested a basin and towel, to re 
the stains of the broil. This being procured with <Hfi 
James employed himself in learning what was the sumi 
Us deliverer's earthly wishes, and found that they were bt 
ed by the desire of possessing, in p r ope r ly , the farm of ! 
head, upon whkh he laboured as a bondsman. The 
chanced to belong to die crown ; and James directed fa 
come to the palace of Holy-Rood, and Inquire for the • 
man (i c. farmer) of Ballangiech, a name by which he 
known In his excursions, and which answered to 17 Bern 
of Baroun AlrascUd. He presented himself according!} 
found, with due astonishment, that he had saved his mom 
life, and that he was to be gratified with a crown-char 
the lands of Braehead, under the service of presenting an • 
basin, and towel, for the king to wash his hands, when he 
happen to pass the bridge of Crammond. This persoi 
ancestor of the Howisons, of Braehead, In Hid Lothian, 
spectable family, who continue to hold the lands (now p 
Into the female line) under the same tenure. 

Another of James's frolicks is thus narrated by Mr. 

bell, from the Statistical Account. " Being once beml| 

when out a hunting, and separated from his attendant 

happened to enter a cottage in the midst of a moor, a 

foot of the Ochill hills, near Alloa, where, unknown, he 

kindly received. In order to regale their unexpected ( 

the gude-man (i e. landlord, farmer) desired the g%uU-w 

fetch the hen that roosted nearest the cock, which Is al 

the plumpest, for the stranger's supper. The king, h 

pleased with his night's lodging and hospitable entertain! 

told mine host at parting, that he should be glad to retui 

drillty, ami requested that the first time he came to St! 

he would call at the castle, vul Yuqg&x% tat \i*t fpidt 

if Ballinguich. Donaldson, t\* Aandtowfc, «A x**. «k 

on the gvde-man of BoUingukk, <■>*»**•**■**■ 
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it the king had been his guest afforded no small 
t to the merry monarch and hit courtiers; and to 
he pleasantry, he was thenceforth designated by 
q the title of King of the Moors, which name and 
n have descended from father to son ever since, and 
continued in possession of the identical spot, the 
if Mr. Erskine, of Mar, till very lately, when this 
, with reluctance, turned out the descendant and re- 
re of the King of the Moors, on account of his inv- 
incible indolence, and great dislike to reform or in- 
f any kind, although, from the spirited example of 
wur tenants on the same estate, he is convinced st» 
tion would promote his advantage." 
tor requests permission yet farther to verify the sub- 
poem, by an extract from the genealogical work of 
of Auchmar, upon Scottish surnames, 
ohn Buchanan of Auchmar and Arnpryor, was after- 
ned King of Unpen,"* upon the following account} 
es V. a very sociable, debonair prince, residing at 
1 Buchanan of Arnpryor's time, carriers were very 
passing along the common road, being near Am- 
use, with necessaries for the use of the kingto family, 
iving some extraordinary occasion, ordered one of 
iers to leave his load at his house, and he would pay 
; which the carrier refused to do, telling him he was 
carrier, and his load for bis majesty's use ; to which 
seemed to have small regard, compelling the carrier 
to leave his load ; telling Urn, if King James wafl 
cotland, be was king of Kippen, so that it was ren- 
3 should share with his neighbour king in sosae of 
&, so frequently carried that road. The carrier re- 
r t this usage, and telling the story, as Arnpryor spoke 
! of the king's servants, it came at length to his ma- 
rs, who, shortly thereafter, with a few attendants, 



A matt cttftrict o/ P ertksfcirt. 
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came to visit his neighbour king, who was in the mean time at 
dinner. King James having sent a servant to demand ac- 
cess, was denied the same by a tall fellow with a battle-ax, 
who stood porter at the gate, telling, there could be no access 
till dinner was over. This answer not satisfying the king, he 
sent to demand access a second time *, upon which he was de- 
sired by the porter to desist, otherwise he would find cause to 
repent his rudeness. His majesty finding this method would 
not do, desired the porter to tell his master that the good man 
of Ballageigh desired to speak with the king of Kippen. The 
porter telling Arnpryor so much, he, in all humble manner, 
came and received the king, and having entertained him with 
much sumptuousness and jollity, became so agreeable to King 
James, that he allowed him to take so much of any provision 
he found carrying that road as he had occasion for*, and see- 
ing he made the first visit, desired Arnpryor in a few days to 
return him a second at Stirling, which he performed, and con- 
tinued in very much favour with the king, always thereafter 
being termed king of Kippen while he lived. 1 *— BuchanmrCt 
Essay upon the family of Buchanan. Edin. 1775, 8vo.p. 74 

The readers of Ariosto must give credit for the amiable fea- 
tures with which he is represented, since he is generally con- 
sidered as the prototype of Zerbino, the most interesting hero 
of the Orlando Furioso. 



Note VI. 
' Stirling's tower 



Of yore the name o/Snawdoun claims. — P. 208. 
William of Worcester, who wrote about the middle of the 
fifteenth century, calls Stirling castle Snowdoun. Sir David 
Lindsay bestows the same epithet upon it in his complaint of 
the Papingo. 

Adieu, fair Snawdoun, with thy towers high. 
Thy chaple-roy a\, park aud \ak\a tokvxv&s 
May, June, and 3uly -wox&ll toK&\£k^tafe, 



MOTES TO CAN TO SIXTH. 



Mr. OuliQEn, in his Luc excellent edition uf Sir Ilavid 
uwdtiun from SiwWoft or cutting. It n-m pruliaUlj deriv- 



poars from ths ureceEllng note, ihal llie real nam 



in the OslltM.f Slirliiiir, sucall. 



il lie Km nho slrlkei, my lot." 
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;h Valofs braved young Edward's gentle hand, 

Jbret rallied on Henry's way-worn band, 

h Europe*! chosen ions, in arms renowned, 

it on Verel bold archers long they looked, 

ndley's squires, nor Mowbray's yeomen brooked— 

f taw their standard fall, and left their monarch bound. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 



It may be some apology for the imperfections of 
this Poem, that it was composed hastily, during a 
short tour upon the continent, when the 'Author's 
labours were liable to frequent interruption. But its 
best vindication is, that it was written for the purpose 
of assisting the Waterloo Subscription. 
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I> OT WATERLOO. 



ussels, thou art far behind, 

lingering on the morning wind, 

yet may hear the hour 

ver orchard and canal, 

ie prolonged and measured fall, 

n proud Saint Michael's tower ; 

d, dark Soignies, holds us now, 

ie tall beeches' glossy bough 

many a league around, 

;h and darksome oak between, 

leep and far a pathless screen 

mgled forest ground. 

inted close by alems defy 

nturoiu foot — the curious eye 

irown tapestry of leaves, 

in the blighted ground, iw*we» 
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No opening glade dawns on our way. 
No streamlet, glancing to the ray, 

Our woodland path has crossed ; 
And the straight causeway which we tread, 
Prolongs a line of dull arcade, 
Unvarying through the unvaried shade 

Until in distance lost 

n. 

A brighter, livelier scene succeeds ; 

In gronpes the scattering wood recedes, 

Hedge-rows, and huts, and sunny meads* 

And corn-fields glance between ; 
The peasant, at his labour blithe, 
Plies the hooked staff and shortened sithe :- 

But when these ears were green, 
Placed close within destruction's scope, 
Full little was that rustic's hope 

Their ripening to have seen ! 
And, lo ! a hamlet and its fane :— 
Let not the gazer with disdain 

Their architecture view ; 
For yonder rude ungraceful shrine, 
And disproportioned spire, are thine, 

Immortal Waterloo ! 

III. 

Fear not the heat, though full and high 
The sun has acorch*& \ta wotoasnn. 3fj * 
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jid scarce a forest straggler now 

*o shade us spreads a greenwood bough ; 

"hese fields have seen a hotter day 

"nan ere was fired by sunny ray. 

et one mile on — yon shattered hedge 

Jrests the soft hill whose long smooth ridge 

Looks on the field below, 
aid sinks so gently on the dale, 
'hat not the folds of Beauty's veil 

In easier curves can flow, 
brief space from thence, the ground again 
iscending slowly from the plain, 

Forms an opposing screen, 
Vhich, with its crest of upland ground, 
Ihuts the horizon all around. 

The softened vale between 
Mopes smooth and fair for courser's tread ; 
fot the most timid maid need dread 
?o give her snow-white palfrey head 

On that wide stubble-ground ; 
for wood, nor tree, nor bush are there, 
ier course to intercept or scare, 

Nor fosse nor fence are found, 
lave where, from out her shattered bowers, 
Use Hougomont's dismantled towers. 

IV. 

Vow, seest thou aught in this lone scene 
2an tell of that which late hath tee*"* — 
A stranger might reply, 



324 THE FIELD OF WATERLOO. 

* 

'< The bare extent of stubble-plain 
Seems lately lightened of its grain ; 
And yonder sable tracks remain 
Marks of the peasant's ponderous wain, 

When harvest-home was nigh. 
On these broad spots of trampled ground, 
Perchance the rustics danced such round 

As Teniers loved to draw ; 
And where the earth seems scorched by flame 
To dress the homely feast they came, 
And toiled the kerchiefed village dame 

Around her fire of straw." — 

V. 

So deem'st thou — so each mortal deems, 
Of that which is from that which seems:— 

But other harvest here 
Than that which peasant's sithe demands. 
Was gathered in by sterner hands, 

With bayonet, blade, and spear. 
No vulgar crop was theirs to reap, 
No stinted harvest, thin and cheap ! 
Heroes before each fatal sweep 

Fell thick as ripened grain ; 
And ere the darkening of the day. 
Piled high as autumn shocks, there lay 
The ghastly harvest of the fray, 

The corpses of the slain. 
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VI. 
Ay, look again — that line so black 
And trampled, maris the birouaek, 
Ton deep-graved rati the artillery 1 ! track, 

So often lost and won ; 
And close beside, the hardened mud 
Still shows where, fetlock-deep in blood, 
The fierce dragoon, through battle's flood, 

Dashed the hot war-horse on. 
These spots of eicavation tell 
The ravpg* of the bursting shell- 
Arid feel'st thou not the tainted steam, 
That reeks against the sultry beam, 

From yonder trenched mound ? 
The pestilential fumes declare 
That Carnage has replenished then 

Her garner-house profound. 

vn. 

Far other harvest-home and feast, 

Than claims the boor from sitae released, 

On these scorched fields were known r 
Death hovered o'er the maddening mat, 
And, in the thrilling battle shout, 
Sant for the bloody banquet out 

Through rolling smoke the Demon's ey* 
Could well each destined guest espy, 
Well could his ear in ecstasy 
Distinguish every tone. 
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That filled the chorus of the fray — 
From cannon-roar and trumpet-bray, 
From charging squadrons' wild hurra, 
From the wild clang that marked their way?— 

Down to the dying groan, 
And the last sob of life's decay 

When breath was all bat flown. 

vm. 

Feast on, stern foe of mortal life, 
Feast on ! — but think not that a strife, 
With such promiscuous carnage rife, 

Protracted space may last ; 
The deadly tag of war at length 
Must limits find in human strength. 

And cease when these are passed. 
Vain hope ! — that morn's o'erclouded sou 
Heard the wild shout of fight begun 

Ere he attained his height, 
And through the war-smoke volomed high, 
Still peals that unremitted cry, 

Though now he stoops to night 
For ten long hours of doubt and dread, 
Fresh succours from the extended head 
Of either hill the contest fed ; 

Still down the slope they drew, 
The charge of columns paused not, 
IS or ceased the storm of shell and shot ; 

For all thai war c<ro\&ta 
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Of skill and force was proved that day, 
And turned not yet the doubtful fray 
On bloody Waterloo. 

DC. 

Pale Brussels ! then what thoughts were thine, 
When ceaseless from the distant line 

Continued thunders came ! 
Each burgher held his breath, to hear 
These forerunners of havoc near. 

Of rapine and of flame. 
What ghastly sights were thine to meet, 
When, rolling through thy stately street. 
The wounded showed their mangled plight 
In token of the unfinished fight, 
And from each anguish-laden wain 
The blood-drops laid thy dust like rain ! 
How often in the distant dram 
Heard'st thou the fell invader come, 
While Ruin, shouting to his band, 
Shook high her torch and gory brand!—' 
Cheer thee, fair city ! From yon stand, 
Impatient, still his outstretched hand 

Points to bis prey in vain, 
While maddening in his eager mood, 
And all unwont to be withstood, 

He fires the fight again. 
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X. 

" On ! On !" was still his stem exclaim ; 
" Confront the battery's jaws of flame ! 

Rush on the levelled gun ! 
My steel-clad cuirassiers, advance ! 
Each Hulan forward with his lance. 
My Guard — my chosen — charge for France* 

France and Napoleon !" 
Loud answered their acclaiming shout, 
Greeting the mandate which sent out 
Their bravest and their best to dare 
The fate their leader shunned to share. 
But He, his country's sword and shield, 
Still in the battle-front revealed, 
Where danger fiercest swept the field. 

Came like a beam of light, 
In action prompt, in sentence brief— 
" Soldiers, stand firm," exclaimed the Chief* 

" England shall tell the fight ! " 

* 

XL 

On came the whirlwind — like the last 
But fiercest sweep of tempest blast — 
On came the whirlwind — steel-gleams broke 
Like lightning through the rolling smoke, 

The war was waked anew, 
Three hundred cannon-mouths roared loud, 
And from their throats, with flash and cloud, 

Their showers oi Vcou Vkww . 
Beneath their fixe, in M\ www, 
Bushed on the ponderous ©taw*** 
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The lancer couched his ruthless spear, 
And hurrying as to havoc near, 

The Cohorts' eagles flew. 
In one dark torrent, broad and strong, 
The advancing onset rolled along, 
Forth harbingered by fierce acclaim, 
That from the shroud of smoke and flame, 
Pealed wildly the imperial name. 

XII. 

But on the British heart were lost 

The terrors of the charging host ; 

For not an eye the storm that viewed 

Changed its prond glance of fortitude, 

Nor was one forward footstep staid, 

As dropped the dying and the dead. 

Fast as their ranks the thunders tear, 

Fast they renewed each serried square; 

And on the wounded and the slain 

Closed their diminished files again, 

Till from their line scarce spears' lengths three, 

Emerging from the smoke they see 

Helmet, and plume, and panoply- 
Then waked their fire at once ! 

Each musketeer's revolving knell, 

As fast, as regularly fell, 

As when they practise to display 

Their discipline on festal day. 

Then down went helm anMaxit^ 

28» 
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Down were the eagle banners sent, 
Down reeling steeds and riders went, 
Corslets were pierced, and pennons rent ', 

And to augment the fray, 
Wheeled full against their staggering flanks, 
The English horsemen's foaming ranks 

Forced their resistless way. 
Then to the musket-knell succeeds 
The clash of swords — the neigh of st eed * 
As plies the smith his clanging trade, 
Against the cuirass rang the blade ; 
And while amid their close array, 
The well-served cannon rent their way, 
And while amid their scattered band 
Raged the fierce rider's bloody brand, 
Recoiled in common rout and fear, 
Lancer, and guard, and cuirassier, 
Horsemen, and foot — a mingled host, 
Their leaders fall'n, their standards lost. 

XIII. 
Then, Wellington ! thy piercing eye 
This crisis caught of destiny— 

The British host had stood 
That morn 'gainst charge of sword and lane* 
As their own ocean-rocks hold stance, 
But when thy voice had said, " Advance !" 

They were their ocean's flood. — 
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se inauspicious aim 

t thy host this hour of shame, 

: thy broken bands will bide 

f yon rushing tide? 

hosen brook to feel 

lock of levelled steel? 

hou turn thine eye 

ig squadrons gleam afar, 

hunders wake the war, 

xr standards fly ? — 

it in yon columns, file 

ng troops from distant Dyle-*- 

jr yet unknown ? 

in thy memory still, 

int in thine hour of ill,) 

'hate and vengeance thrill 

a's trumpet tone ? 

tains ? — shall it be thine 

•cliques of thy line 

■ead effort more ?— 

3re thy leisure loved, 

st tell what fortune proved 

eftain, who, of yore, 

szy paths essayed, 

gladiator's aid 

re enterprised — 

;ast his rashness played, 

ictims he had made, 

ave with his own Vtata* 

Id he lost was\a\&, 
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XIV. 

Bat if revolves thy fainter thought 
On safety— howsoever bought, 
Then turn thy fearful rein and ride, 
Though twice ten thousand men have died 

On this eventful day. 
To gild the military fame 
Which thou, for life, in traffiek tame, 

Wilt barter thus away. 
Shall future ages tell this tale 
Of inconsistence faint and frail ? 
And art thou He of Lodi's bridge, 
Marengo's field, and Wagram's ridge ! 

Or is thy soul like mountain-tide, 
That, swelled by winter storm and shower, 
Rolls down in turbulence of power 

A torrent fierce and wide ; 
'Reft of these aids, a rill obscure, 
Shrinking unnoticed, mean, and poor, 

Whose channel shows displayed 
The wrecks of its impetuous course, 
But not one symptom of the force 

By which these wrecks were made ( 

XV. 
Spur on thy way ! — since now thine ear 
Has brooked thy veterans' wish to hear, 

Who, as thy flight they eyed, 
-Bxc/aimed— whUe tean oi%n$B&i*wsafc* 
Wrung forth by \w\de, mi& **^, 
" Oh that he ha&Vafc «*^»* 
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But yet, to sum this hour of ill, 
Look, ere thou leav'st the fatal hill. 

Back on yon broken ranks— 
Upon whose wild confusion gleams 
The moon, as on the troubled streams 

When rivers break their banks, 
And, to the ruined peasant's eye, 
Objects half seen roll swiftly by, 

Down the dread current hurled— 
So mingle banner, wain, and gun, 
Where the tumultuous flight rolls on 
Of warriors, who, when morn begun, 

Defied a banded world. 

XVI. 

List — frequent to the hurrying rout 
The stern pursuers' vengeful shout 
Tells, that upon their broken rear 
Rages the Prussian's bloody spear. 

So fell a shriek was none, 
When Beresina's icy flood 
Reddened and thawed with flame and blood, 
And, pressing on thy desperate way, 
Raised oft and long their wild hurra, 

The children of the Don. 
Thine ear no yell of horror cleft 
So ominous, when, all bereft 
Of aid, the valiant Polack left— 
Ay, left by thee — found soldier's gew* 
fa Leip&ic 'b corpse-encumbered ^ w*% 
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Fate, in these various perils past, 
Reserved thee still some future cast ;— 
On the dread die thou now hast thrown, 
Hangs not a single field alone. 
Nor one campaign— thy martial fame, 
Thy empire, dynasty, and name, 

Have felt the final stroke ; 
And now, o'er thy devoted head 
The last stern vial's wrath is shed, 

The last dread seal is broke. 

XVII. 

Since live thou wilt— refuse not now 
Before these demagogues to bow, 
Late objects of thy scorn and hate, 
Who shall thy once imperial fate 
Make wordy theme of vain debate*— 
Or shall we say, thou stoop'st less low 
In seeking refuge from the foe, 
Against whose heart, in prosperous life, 
Thine hand hath ever held the knife ? 

Such homage hath been paid 
By Roman and by Grecian voice, 
And there were honour in the choice. 

If it were freely made. 
Then safely come — in one so low, 
So lost — we cannot own a foe ; 
Though dear experience bid us end, 
In thee we ne'er c^AtaSVfetxtocA* 
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B, bowsoe'er — but do not hide 
i in thy heart that germ of pride, 
bile by gifted bard espied, 
rhat " yet imperial hope ;" 
It not that for a fresh rebound, 
tise ambition from the ground, 
We yield thee means or scope, 
fety come— but ne'er again 
type of independent reign ; 
So islet calls thee lord, 
save thee no confederate band, 
mbol of thy lost command, 
i a dagger in the hand 
from which we wrenched the sword. 

XVHL 
j'en in yon sequestered spot, 
worthier conquest be thy lot 
Thao yet thy life has known ; 
uest, uobought by blood or harm, 
needs nor foreign aid nor arm, 
I triumph all thine own, 
waits thee when thou shalt control 
5 passions wild, that stubborn soul, 
rhat marred thy prosperous scene : 
this — from no unmoved heart, 
h sighs, comparing what thou art 
VKh what thou might'st have been 1 . 
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XIX. 

Thou, too, whose deeds of fame renewed 
Bankrupt a nation's gratitude, 
To thine own noble heart must owe 
More than the meed she can bestow. 
For not a people's just acclaim, 
Not the full hail of Europe's fame, 
Thy prince's smiles, thy state's decree, 
The ducal rank, the gartered knee, 
Not these such pure delight afford 
As that, when, hanging up thy sword, 
Well may'st thou think, " This honest steel 
Was ever drawn for public weal ; 
And, such was rightful Heaven's decree, 
Ne'er sheathed unless with victory 1" 

XX. 

Look forth, once more, with softened heart, 
Ere from the field of fame we part ; 
Triumph and Sorrow border near, 
And joy oft melts into a tear. 
Alas ! what links of love that mora 
Has War's rude hand asunder torn ! 
For ne'er was field so sternly fought, 
And ne'er was conquest dearer bought. 
Here, piled in common slaughter, sleep 
Those whom affection long shall weep; 
Here rests the sire, that ne'er shall strain 
His orphans to his taaxt ugafat % 
The son, whom, ouYAa unsafe ^ratfc* 
The parent's wee t^iSM*** *»«*»% 
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The bridegroom, who has hardly prenaed 

HU blushing consort to hil breast ; 

The husband, whom, through many a year, 

Long love and mutual faith enitssv. 

Thou canst not name 'one tender tie 

But here, dissolved, Its retiqaes lie ! 

O when thou seest some mourner's veil 

Shroud her thin form and visage pale, 

Or markst the Matron's bunting tears 

Stream when the stricken drum she hears, 

Or seest how manlier grief, suppressed, 

Is labouring in a father's breast, — 

With no inquiry vain purine 

The cause, bat think on Waterloo ! 

XXI. 

Period of honour as of woes, 
What bright careen 'twns thine to close'. — 
Marked on Ihy roll of Mood what names, 
To Britain's memory, and to Fame's, 
Laid there their last immortal claims ! 
Thou saw' st in seas of gore expire 
Redoubted Ficton's soul of fire — 
Saw'st in the mingled earnage lie 
All that of Ponsonbv could die— 
De Laney change Love's bridal wreath 
For laurels From the hand of death — 
Saw'st gallant Miller's failing eye 
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And Cameron, in the shock of steel, 
Die like the offspring of Lochiel; 
And generous Gordon, 'mid the strife, 
Fall while he watched his leader's life. — 
Ah ! though her guardian angel's shield , 
Fenced Britain's hero through the field, 
Fate not the less her power made known, 
Through bM friends' hearts to pierce his own! 

XXII. 
Forgive, brave Dead, th' imperfect lay ! 
Who may your names, your numbers, say ? 
What high-strung harp, what lofty line, 
To each the dear earned praise assign, 
From high-born chiefs of martial fame 
To the poor soldier's lowlier name? 
Lightly ye rose, that dawning day, 
From your cold couch of swamp and clay, 
To fill, before the sun was low, 
The bed thai morning cannot know. — 
Oft may the tear the green sod steep, 
And sacred be the heroes' sleep, 

Till Time shall cease to run ; 
And ne'er beside their noble grave 
May Briton pass, and fail to crave 
A blessing on the fallen brave 

Who fought with Wellington I 
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xxin. 

Farewell, sad Field ! whose blighted face 
Wears desolation's withering trace; 
Long shall my memory retain 
Thy shattered hots and trampled grain, 
With every mark of martial wrong, 
That scathe thy towers, fair Hougomont ! 
Yet though thy garden's green arcade 
The marksman's fatal post was made, 
Though on thy shattered beeches fell 
The blended rage of shot and shell. 

Though from thy blackened portals torn, 

Their fall thy blighted fruit-trees mourn, 

Has not such havoc bought a name 

Immortal in the rolls of fame ? 

Yes — Agincourt may be forgot, 

And Creasy be an unknown spot, 
And Blenheim's name be new ; 

But still in story and in song, / 

For many an age remembered long, 

Shall live the towers of Hougomont, 
And fields of Waterloo. 



CONCLUSION. 



Stern tide of human Time! that know'st not 
rest, 

But, sweeping from the cradle to the tomb, 
Bear'st ever downward on thy dusky breast 

Successive generations to their doom : 
While thy capacious stream has equal room * 

For the gay bark where Pleasure's streamers 
sport, 
And for the prison-ship of guilt and gloom, 

The fisher-skiff, and barge that bears a court, 
Still wafting onward all to one dark silent port 

Stern tide of Tjme ! through what mysterious 

1 change . 

Of hope and fear have our frail barks been 

driven! 

For ne'er, before, vicissitude so strange 

Was to one race of Adam's offspring given. 

go* 
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And sure such varied change of sea and heaven, 
Such unexpected bursts of joy and wo, 

Such fearful strife as that where we have striven, 
Succeeding ages ne'er again shall know, 

Until the awful term when Thou shalt cease to 
flow. 

Well hast thou stood, my Country ! — the brave 
fight 
Hast well maintained through good report and 

ill; 
In thy just cause, and in thy^native might, 
And in Heaven's grace and justice constant 
still. 
Whether the banded prowess, strength, and skill 

Of half the world against thee stood arrayed, 
Or when, with better views and freer will, 

Beside thee Europe's noblest drew the blade, 
Each emulous in arms the Ocean Queen to aid. 

Well art thou now repaid — though slowly rose, 
And struggled long with mists thy blase of 
fame, 
While like the dawn that in the orient glows 
On the broad wave its earlier lustre came ; 
Then eastern Egypt saw the growing flame, 

And Maida's myrtles gleamed beneath its ray, 
Where first the. soldier, stung with generous 
shame, 
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Ri vnll ed the heroes of the wat'ry way. 
And washed in foemanVgore unjust reproach 

Now, Island Empress, wave thy crest on high, 

And bid the banner of thy Patron flow, 
Gallant Saint George, the flower of Chivalry! 

For thou hast faced, like him, a dragon foe. 
And rescued innocence from overthrow, 

And trampled down, like him, tyrannic might; 
And to the gazing world may'st proudly show 

The chosen emblem of thy sainted Knight, 
Who quelled devouring pride, and vindicated right. 

Vet 'mid the confidence of just renown, 

Renown dear bought, but dearest thus acquired, 
While, Britain, write the moral lesson down: 

Tis not alone the heart with valour fired, 
The discipline so dreaded and admired, 

In many a Geld of bloody conquest known ; — 
— Such may by fame be lured, by gold be hired— 

Tis constancy in the good cause alone, 
Best justifies the meed thy valiant sons have woh. 



NOTES. 



Note I. 
The peasant, at hie labour blithe. 
Plies the hooked staff and shortened sithe*—?. 323. 
reaper in Flanders carries in his left hand a stick witk 
i hook, with which he collects as much grain as he can 
>ne sweep with a short sithe, which he holds in his right 
They carry on this doable process with great spirit and 
ity. 

Noten. ' 

ile Brussels ! then what thought* were thine*— Y. 327. 
as affirmed by the prisoners of war, that Bonaparte had 
«d his army, in case of victory, twenty-four hours' pfaa- 
the city of Brussels. 

, Note in. 

" Confront the battery's jaws of flams ! 
« Rush on the levelled gun. m —T, 828. 
characteristic obstinacy of Napoleon was never more 
lisplayed than in what we may be permitted to hope 
•ove the last of his fields. He would listen to no advice. 
How of no obstacles. An eye-witness has given the 
tag account of his demeanour towards < <he end of the 

was near seven o'clock; Bonaparte, who, till then, lust 
ied upon the ridge of the hill, whence he could beat 
1 what passed, contemplated, with a stern countenance, 
me of this horrible slaughter. The more that obstacles 
i to multiply, the more his obstinacy ttfeTM&toYfiiegNM**. 
a/ne indignant at these unforeseen oA<tt«aiW«»\ «»&-> *■■ 
irinar to ouih tn mtmmittM >n umv -^sYwuavO Mftft*** 
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in him was boundless, he ceased not tojxnirdown fresh troops, 
and to give orders to march forward — to charge with the bay- 
onet — to carry by storm. He was repeatedly informed, from 
different {fonts, that the day went against him, and that the 
troops seemed to be disordered*, to which he only replied— 
' En avant ! en avant P 

" One general sent to inform the Emperor that he was in a 
position which he could not maintain, because it was com- 
manded by a battery, and requested to know, atj the same time, 
ia what way he should protect his division from the murderous 
fire of the English artillery. 'Let him storm the battery,' re- 
plied Bonaparte, and turned his back on the aid-de-camp 
who brought the message."— Relation de la Btttaille de Mont- 
Saint-Jean. Par un Temoin Occulaire. Paris. 1815. 8vo.p.ft. 

Note IV. 
The fate their leader shunned to share* — P. 328. 
It has been reported that Bonaparte charged at the head of 
his guards at the last period of this dreadful conflict This, 
however, is not accurate. He came down, indeed, to a hollow 
part of the high road leading to Cbarleroi, within less than a 
quarter of a mile of the farm of La Haye Sainte, one of the 
points most fiercely disputed. Here he harangued the^guards, 
and informed them that his preceding operations had destroy- 
ed the British infantry and cavalry, and that they had only to 
support the fire of the artillery, which they were to attack 
with the bayonet. This exhortation was received with shouts 
of Vive P Etnpereur, which were heard over all our line, and 
led to an idea that Napoleon was charging in person. But the 
guards were led on by Ney; nor did Bonaparte approach 
nearer the scene of action than the spot already mentioned, 
which the rising banks on each side rendered secure from all 
such balls as did not come in a straight line. He witnessed the 
earlier pert of the battle from places yet more remote, particu- 
larly from an observatory w>&c\i\»A\j*»Tv\tow*-\ v\«-k» by the 
king of the Netfcertaada, w»fc **»)r***ta^to^\wri«»». 
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Imliriiliirn turn Napoleon showed, on that memorable occuion, 
tlir Jraft delicii-ocy in persona) courage i on the contrary, be 
evinced the ^reawii comnoiure and presence of mind during 



cely ooe of tbe Duke of Wellington'^ penonal 



F.*t !°<i i .k^li litt ttefisktr-V. S 



Note VI. 








i Made— P. 390. 


A private toldler of tbe Bath rcgl 




which took place immediately upon 


tbe Britilh cavalry min(- 


Jitiif witli those of the enemy, to "n 




BKudtnf potJ and kcttlta." 




Bole Vn. 




Or witl Iky Clu/itn brook li 


./«! 


The BrilM tkock 0/ Wfediieli— P.M1. 


No persuasion or authority could 


prevaU upon the Fmcb 


troops to stand the ihoek of the bmyo 


net Tin Imperial gnarda, 



* The mistakes concerning this observatory have been ran- 
inl. Tbe English supposed jt was ersiStd tat ft* w tA'VMj- 
parte; arid a French writer agirma il wu sMtnBA' 
■ Itukt of Wdltnpm. 
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In particular, hardly stood till the British were within thirty 
yards of them, although the French author, already quoted, 
Ins put into their mouths the magnanimous sentiment, "The 
guards never yield— they die." The same author has covered 
the plateau, or eminence, of St Jean, which formed the Bri- 
tish position, with redoubts and entrenchments which never 
had an existence. As the narrative, which is in many respects 
curious, was written by an eye-witness, he was probably de- 
ceived by the appearance of a road and ditch which runs along 
part of the hill. It may be also mentioned, in criticising- this 
work, that the writer states the Chateau of Hougomont to have 
been carried by the French, although it was resolutely and 
successfully defended during- the whole action. The enemy, 
Indeed, possessed themselves of the wood by which it is sur- 
rounded, and at length set fire to the house itself; but the Bri- 
tish (a detachment of the guards, under the command of Colo- 
nel Macdonnell, and afterwards of Colonel Home) made good 
the garden, and thus preserved, by their desperate resistance, 
the post which covered the return of the Duke of Wellington^ 
right flank. 



THE END. 



